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Chapter One 
Waking To..? 


A putrid-sweet smell woke Pluck, and she found herself lying face down. She turned on her side 
and looked all around, confused about where she was. It was dark with sphere-shaped balls in 
small clusters lighting up an area here and there in their green glow. She tried to move again, but 
her body wouldn't obey her, and she felt very heavy. Her memory slowly returned, and Pluck 
remembered falling into a hole, then it sealed over her like a cavern, and trapped her. The details 
were still fuzzy in her mind, so she decided not to worry about it and focus on her current 
situation. She managed to roll on her other side and see that she wasn't alone. Two other figures 
were there some distance from her. More of her memory returned, and Pluck realized the others 
with her must be Duchess Kabal and the Femor Aviatrix named GuideMa. They and a Draka fell 
into the hole along with a few of Gamemnon's guards. The DraKa and the guards perished, 
and GuideMa was injured. Pluck also remembered a giant worm, but nothing beyond it coming 
after them and them running for the DraKa for cover. She tried to move again and wondered if 
the hole had collapsed further with the weight of the worm. Pluck couldn't see the others all that 
well for objects, including the glowing spheres blocked her view. She tried to speak, and those 
muscles also refused to listen to her. Pluck couldn't believe how tired she was and closed her 
eyes for a few mites. She opened them again when she heard a noise coming from above, but 
then Pluck found she couldn't keep them open and fell back into unconsciousness. She wasn't 
sure how much time went by before... "Is anyone down there? Is anyone down there?" a voice 
called out louder and louder. She woke once more, thinking she imagined hearing the voice. She 
started to go back to sleep when she heard them speak again. "Is anyone down there?" "Here," 
she rasped out. She knew she didn't say it loud enough, so Pluck strained and yelled, 
"We're here!" A boulder lifted from the ceiling above and some distance away from her, and then 
it returned to its spot as if whoever tried to remove it couldn't keep it from falling back into its 
original place. The boulder lift- ed again and moved to the side as dirt fell in from the opening. 
She heard the voices of males at work and realized someone was digging them out. Relief poured 
over her. They wouldn't die in this natural grave. They were saved! Mites went by as Pluck 
thought about all the possible people who could have come to their rescue. Gamemnon and his 
men were the only ones who knew where they were, and if it was Gamemnon, this was no rescue 
but a recapture, and she would soon be put to death. A second boulder moved to the side, 
opening another hole, and two beams of light shown into the area. A figure jumped down into 
the darkness from the hole farthest away from her. The figure kicked up what appeared to be 
dust and sand, and then he searched the area where sunlight broke in. The figure didn't see her 
at first, but then he spotted her, and he moved toward her like a hungry Desert Wolf on the 
prowl, coming out of his burrow with red eyes all aglow. The figure moved into the sunlight of 
the hole he had just jumped down from. Pluck was still exhausted and forced herself to peer at 
him. It was hard to focus, and she couldn't see all that clearly, but she made out a blond Necrom 
of stature similar to Gamemnon's before he disappeared into the darkness between the two 
beams of light. She hadn't been rescued, she had been doomed. Gamemnon crept closer in what 
appeared to be taunting steps. He kept moving towards her ever so deliberately and bogged 


down by murderous intent. Gamemnon took his time, tormenting her with his slow approach to 
tantalize fear within her of ademise she couldn't avoid. He started to walk under the second hole, 
and sunlight reflected off his fur and hair. Whomever this Necrom was, he wasn't Gamemnon. 
Her heart thundered in her chest as she took a second look before he left the last beam of light. 
This Necrom didn't have fur of blond but of black, and his hair was platinum. The Necrom crawled 
through debris towards her and no longer appeared to be on the prowl or taunting her. He was 
ona mission, and the mission appeared to be to save her. The Necrom reached her side and took 
her hand, and at that point, Pluck realized who he was, and she questioned, "Votar? How did you 
find us?" "Do not strain yourself," he told her. "You're badly wounded." "I can barely move my 
body," she replied. "I'll need assistance getting out." Pluck looked behind him, expecting others 
to jump down from the holes but none did. She turned her attention back to Votar and asked him, 
"Is your sister fine? | haven't heard from her. I'm afraid she may be hurt." He lifted his gaze, 
looking behind himself, and then he turned back and told her, "We need to worry about you first. 
Are you hurt anywhere?" "I don't believe so, though my body does feel very heavy," Pluck 
replied. Votar positioned himself, so he could take her in his strong arms, and then he cradled 
her in a loving embrace as he told her, "Everything will be fine. | am here." "What about your 
sister?" Pluck repeated as exhaustion continued to plague her. "Can you tell if she's all 
right?" "She is fine," Votar told her. "Let us worry about you." He lifted her hand to his lips and 
kissed it, and then he told her, "| was so worried about you. You left before we could finish our 
talk." "I didn't leave on my own accord. Gamemnon forced me to go with him and then he..." "Let 
us not worry about him for the moment. He will be dealt with, but first..." Votar gripped the 
hand he had kissed in his warm grasp, and then he said, "Let me look at you. | must know if you 
have any in- juries." He positioned himself so that he could sit her up in one of his arms while he 
examined her with his other hand. Votar checked her arms, feeling over bone, then he moved to 
her legs and did the same, and then he faced her again, peering deep into her eyes. He moved 
his hand to the side of her cheek and embraced it with his palm. Votar did so with great 
tenderness, and Pluck was moved by his care so much so that she slowly lifted her hand and 
placed it on his forearm. Votar peered at her for some time with this loving look. It reminded 
Pluck of the time they spent on the Cascade Terrace watching the Aqua Falls before he knew that 
she was a Woman. Pluck wished with all her heart to stay in his tender hold forever, but she 
couldn't see how that could be possible. He told her, "I should have never voted against you 
during the trial. | am greatly ashamed of my actions." "You're here now, and that's what is 
important," she told him. "I should have never let you go." "It is fine," Pluck said. "I was not 
upfront with who | was. I'm also to blame for how things turned out. We can talk about this later 
once we take your sister to safety, and | must also warn you about Gamemnon." "Don't worry 
about anyone else. It's you who | came to save and you only that | care about at this moment." 
He stroked the side of her face as he questioned her, "Do you remember the first time | took you 
out to the Cascade Falls?" "I was just thinking about that." 

"Do you remember when | questioned you, How do the moons know they love the night?" he as 
ked as he leaned into her. "Do you know how much I wanted to kiss you back then?" She shook 
her head, wondering if it was as much as she wanted to embrace him with her lips. "I wanted to 
kiss you so much that my heart burned. My heart still burns now. | want to kiss you. | want you 
to feel my love for you." He said nothing more and leaned his head down to her to press his lips 
to hers. Pluck's heart thundered in her chest as desire and fear mingled within her soul. She loved 


Votar, she could admit that now, but what if she reverted back to her human form? Would his 
love for her turn to revulsion? Votar leaned closer, and Pluck decided to take a chance on love, 
so she closed her eyes and reached up to him, and they pressed their lips together. Rivers of 
emotions swept over her, and she didn't know which one to embrace first. She thought this 
moment would be beyond words, but... something wasn't right. His lips... they were... They were 
wet and cold just as his embrace was. Pluck opened her eyes and woke to a cavern as another 
cold droplet of water splashed on her lips. She searched the area for Votar, but he was nowhere 
in sight. Pluck looked up, searching for the openings in the ceiling, but there were none. It had 
all been a dream. She hadn't been saved, and Votar never declared his love for her. She didn't 
know what pained her more, the knowledge that they hadn't been rescued or that Votar had 
never kissed her. Pluck slowly sat up as her entire body screamed in pain. She knew that they 
were still in danger, and she had to act if she wanted to free them of their earthly prison. 
Thousands of glowing spheres filled the area and gave light to the dark cavern. Kabal lay on a bed 
of spheres, not that far from her, and Pluck sluggishly moved over to her. She examined her but 
didn't see any injuries other than the ones she sustained before the fall. Pluck shook her shoulder, 
but the Duchess slept on. She shook her shoulder again, and Kabal never stirred. Pluck remember 
how Kabal had treated her and that she would have allowed Gamemnon to kill her unchallenged, 
so Pluck lifted her hand and smack Kabal across the cheek. The power of the glowing spheres also 
seized Kabal, and she dreamed of a land like her own but filled with Man. Everywhere she turned 
one of their vile kind stood, and at first, Kabal was terrified until she realized none of them could 
see her. She wondered if she had died and gone to the Creator's Realm, but the more she thought 
about it, Kabal considered she may have been dragged down into the Domain of the 
Deceiver. The people around her moved about their daily lives, but Kabal was restricted in her 
movements and couldn't change her location. An unknown force did move her, and it took her 
to a place where a young female played with a doll on a pew inside what looked like a church. The 
young female told the doll, "Hello, my name is Alba, and I'll be your mommy. | know what it's like 
to have no mommy or daddy. | remember living on the streets and begging for food because | 
had no one before the Sisters took me in about a season ago, so I'll take good care of you. The 
Sisters gave you to me to watch over and to have on my journey." She stroked the doll's hair as 
she added, "Don't worry little one... I'll take very good care of you." A sound outside drew the 
attention of Alba, so she stood, walked to a window, and raised up on her tippy toes to peer out. 
She looked all around until she discovered the source of the soft cries for help, and then she 
walked back over to the pew. Alba set the doll down and told her, "I need to go outside. Wait 
here for me, and l'Il be right back." She went outside and headed for the source of the frightened 
bawling as Kabal was drawn behind her like a ghost tethered to a mortal. Alba stopped before a 
tree and peered up, seeing a small creature stuck on one of its lower branches. Kabal also looked 
to where the helpless ball of fur called out; she had never seen this type of creature before and 
felt for the small thing's plight. Kabal wanted to help, but she had no ability to do so. Alba on the 
other hand quickly climbed up the tree and rescued the furry creature. Kabal was concerned for 
the two and wished with all her heart she had the ability to help them, but she watched on, 
helpless to do anything but be a spectator. The courageous Alba started to climb down when one 
of the branches broke under her weight and sent her tumbling to the ground a short distance. 
She landed on her back, cradling the small creature. Kabal rushed over to them and knelt beside 
them, deeply concerned for the brave young female and the helpless creature she held. Kabal 


saw that they were both fine and felt immensely relieved. She wouldn't admit it, not even to 
herself, but Kabal came to care for this orphan female who was brave and courageous. Kabal put 
a hand to her own chest, steadying her nerves, which had been set on end when she thought 
Alba had hurt herself in the fall, but Alba only had the wind knocked out of her. Kabal took a few 
more moments to steady her nerves, then she looked more closely at the small creature Alba 
held, and at first, Kabal thought she held a baby Necrom. The creature was much smaller than a 
baby Necrom and made purring sounds as Alba stroked the creature's head. Alba lay on her back 
for some time, catching her breath. She slowly sat up as leaves and other dead plant matter fell 
from her hair. Alba examined the small creature for any injuries and found none. She stood and 
looked down at her dress; it had gotten dirty from climbing and falling. She frowned at the dirt, 
but then she looked up and smiled at the small creature in her arms. Kabal wondered if this small 
creature was a Winsome Kit, but it was large for one of those creatures she had heard about in 
children's stories, and Winsome Kits were said to have wings. Maybe the adorable small ball of 
fur was a creature native to Man's world. A group of adult females made their way towards the 
courtyard, and Alba hid behind the tree. She waited till they passed, and then Alba came out of 
hiding. She set the small creature on the ground and petted its head one last time. "I would keep 
you, but the Sisters wouldn't allow me. I'm also going somewhere and never coming back, so 
maybe it would be better that you stay here. This is your home. Now run off and find your 
family." The small creature walked around her legs a couple of times, rubbing up against her and 
purring, and then it ran off. Alba watched with a saddened face, and Kabal could understand a 
little of how the young female was feeling. Alba re-entered the church, picked up her doll, and 
sat back on her pew. She played there alone for some time. "Alba," an older female called 
out. "Yes, Sister Nyrs," Alba spoke as she stood. "I'm here." "It is time that we go. Please come 
with me," Sister Nyrs told her. "We journey to the castle where you shall meet the young Prince." 
She paused when she noticed Alba's clothes, and then Sister Nyrs scolded her, "You have dirtied 
your dress. We shall have to put a clean one on you before we go. Come, let us go to your room 
and change you." Kabal followed along behind them, moved by a force she didn't understand. 
Her form waited outside the adorable young female's room, and then Kabal floated behind them 
again once they took to going outside. She rode in the carriage that delivered Alba to her new 
home as if she was part of her entourage, and Kabal witnessed a ceremony where Alba's name 
was taken from her by the Queen as if by force, and the small child wept. Alba was later presented 
to a boy named Prince Edward, and he and the others started calling her girl from that point on. 
Time flashed forward, and the young female and Prince Edward were returning from a trip with 
many adult males. A High Guard named Commander Han gave the young female her new 
name. Han told the young female that her name meant resourceful courage and daring in the 
face of adversity, and from that point on, Kabal watched with interest what appeared to be 
Pluck's origin. She looked on as young Pluck saved the Prince from a curse meant for him, how 
she was transformed into the form she possessed now, and how she was despised by all who saw 
her. Kabal's heart went out to this small female, though she didn't want to feel anything for their 
kind but animosity. Pluck's story played on as if it was being told to Kabal. So much had been 
taken from one who already had very little in this world. Yes, much was stolen from Alba because 
of one selfless instance of love and because of many enduring acts of hatred. The timeline flashed 
forward again, but this time Alba was much older, and she lived and trained in the temple where 
she had been cursed, under the protective watch of Fairah and the rigorous training of Han. Kabal 


got a sense that Alba was very happy with her existence. She had two people in her life that 
loved and cared for her. History pushed Kabal forward yet again, and she witnessed the tender 
moment between Alba and Fairah as they said goodbye. She also later witnessed the tender 
moment between Alba and Han moments before his fatal wound whisked him away from the 
mortal realm. Again, what little Alba had, had been taken from her, and the only thing that 
remained was a promise of the Prince's first kiss. Kabal watched in horror as Alba went to claim 
her reward for saving both the people of Fletching and Morgog, and for the first time, Kabal 
wasn't a bystander, but she was an active participant in the grief and anguish that Alba felt as she 
witnessed the Prince give the Kiss to the Princess. Kabal wanted to murder the Prince and 
Princess for what they did to Alba. She wanted to make them hurt for hurting her. Kabal felt 
herself crying. She had never really been close to someone other than her brother and romantic 
interests. Kabal never had someone she could call a friend. The notion shocked her as she realized 
this was Pluck that she was thinking of. Pluck was a Woman, and one to be despised. A sharp 
sting to her face drew her from the land of Man as everything around Kabal faded and a darkness 
came into view. She opened her eyes and realized she had been dreaming and that someone was 
waking her. A second sharp pain on her face woke her up completely, and Pluck's image came 
into view. Kabal recoiled from her as she put a hand to her own burning cheek. "Are you all right?" 
Pluck questioned her. "I am fine," Kabal snapped at her. "Now move away from me, vile 
Woman." "Are you sure you're fine?" Pluck asked her as she stood and moved a few steps 
back. "Yes!" Kabal yelled as she rubbed her cheek. "Why do you keep asking me?" "You were 
calling out a name, and you sounded very upset," Pluck answered her. Kabal questioned her, 
"What name was | calling out?" "Alba," Pluck replied, and then she added, "I think I've heard this 
name before." She turned away from Pluck, embarrassed by her slumbering outburst. Kabal 
realized she had come to care for the young female named Alba, and though she had only been 
by her side in a dream, it felt to Kabal like she had spent a lifetime with her. She did wonder if 
Pluck remembered her old name. Kabal had found it very odd that the Queen had taken it away 
from Alba before she became the Prince's play mate. "You said you recognized the name," Kabal 
spoke. "Yes, | believe I've heard it used before, but I'm not sure that it's a name," Pluck answered, 
and then she added, "I only assumed it's a name because of the way you used it. | feel like | should 
really know this name, but | also get this sense that | should... | should put this name from my 
thoughts and never think of it again." Kabal became increasingly irritable and spat, "Never mind 
about the name. Did you hit me?" Pluck made a face, afraid to answer the Duchess, but then she 
replied, "| did. It was the only way to wake you. | believe these spheres that are surrounding us 
are shooting out some sort of spores that induce a deep sleep." She tried to change the subject 
by asking, "Did you have an unusual dream? | did. It was very..." "I don't care about your dream, 
and if | dreamed, | don't remember it," Kabal lied to her, and then she asked, "Where are we? 
The last thing | remember is being swallowed up by the ground and this giant slug-like thing 
charging after us." Pluck answered as she moved over to the Femor to check on her, "I'm not sure 
where we are, and | believe the slug was actually a worm. We should..." The ground shook as a 
great roared drowned out their senses. Kabal and Pluck put their hands to their ears as the 
ground shook again, and the roar blared out for a second time, and then everything around 
them spun and tumbled upon itself. Pluck realized that it wasn't just the area around her that 
was flipping end over end, but herself. A yellow light hit them as a force catapulted them through 
the air, and then coldness and wetness jolted them to their new surroundings. Pluck coughed up 


water as she looked all around. They were in a large cavern and smack in the middle of some sort 
of underground lake. The cavern ceiling gave off adim yellow glow from some sort of gems 
growing from it. They gave light, but not much of it. Pluck searched the area for Kabal and spotted 
her swimming for shore. Pluck looked around the area for the third member of their party and 
discovered the Femor treading water with some difficulty. She swam over to GuideMa 
and grabbed a piece of floating debris along the way. She dragged the debris to GuideMa and 
pushed it through the water towards her. "Grab hold," Pluck instructed her. The Femor grabbed 
hold of the floating debris for dear life. Pluck looked again for Votar's sister and spotted her 
dragging herself to shore. Pluck stayed with the Femor, and they slowly swam for shore. 
She helped GuideMa to land and then she collapsed beside the Femor, trying to catch her breath. 
Pluck closed her eyes for a few mites then felt some sort of presence standing beside her. She 
opened her eyes to see Kabal peering down at her. "Shouldn't you be looking for a way out 
instead of lounging about?" Kabal questioned her. Pluck laughed before she said, "It sounds like 
you're fine. | was concerned for you, seeing how poorly you swam." "I am a Necrom. We don't 
swim a lot. Now... what about my question?" Pluck waited a few moments in her exhausted 
sprawl before she answered, "What do you expect from me? Did you not lure me out to my 
death? Why should | find a way out for you?" "Yes, of course, | want you dead," Kabal replied, 
then she turned, and snubbed her head up at her as she added, "That hasn't changed, but you 
still need to find us a way out." "Why have | been nominated? You're a Duchess, you out rank 
me, so you should..." "If I outrank you, listen to my commands. Find us a way out," Kabal ordered 
her. Pluck rolled over on her side, leaned her head on her elbow, and peered at Votar's sister in 
a curious gaze. She let out a few chuckles. Kabal questioned her, "What is so funny?" "You amaze 
me," Pluck replied. "Here you have been abandoned by someone you care about and yet you 
persist to carry on. | wouldn't have that kind of strength. | think | would be curled up in some 
corner, crying my eyes out." "Do not mock me," Kabal angrily spoke to her. "Forgive me," Pluck 
replied as she sat up. "I didn't mean it as an insult. | truly admire your strength of will." "If it is 
truly a compliment, then | accept it," Kabal told her, and then she mumbled, "And | doubt 
one who has gone through all that you have would ball up in a corner and weep." Kabal ordered 
her as she stretched out her own arm, "Give me your hand. You need to begin your mission, vile 
Woman." Pluck grabbed hold, pulled herself up, then went over, and checked on the Femor. 
GuideMa was pale and shook for the pain of her internal injuries. Pluck was about to speak to 
her when she heard splashing in the distance. She glanced around the area and saw the giant 
worm that had swallowed them, swimming away from them across the lake. It headed to a large 
opening in the distance that it had come through to enter the cavern. "Look!" Pluck shouted as 
she pointed to the giant worm. "I believe we were inside that thing." Kabal turned and looked as 
GuideMa struggled to see. "We were in that hideous creature?" Kabal uttered. "We couldn't have 
been. We would have been eaten. How is that possible?" "I do not know," Pluck replied. "I do," 
a voice spoke that Pluck recognized. The Mystic Rose tattoo lifted from Pluck's torn shirt and 
materialized between the party as a three- dimensional image. The petals were a purple-blue. "I 
didn't know you could do this," Pluck said as she lifted her hand and gently stroked one of 
the petals with her finger. The Mystic Rose's flower changed to a bright yellow, expressing the 
joy Pluck felt for the moment as Kabal and GuideMa looked on with curiosity. "| needed to regain 
my strength after | brought you back from the brink of death," the Mystic Rose shimmered as she 
spoke like a whispery breeze to Pluck. "Before, | was able to reveal myself to you as an image of 


light, but now | can constitute my whole form from your back. | can stay in my true form for a 
short while with no harm done, and as to your earlier questions as to how the three of you ended 
up here, | sensed that Duke Gamemnon was about to have his guards kill you, so | requested help 
from the Gargantuan Worm that | sensed nearby. It had no objections to my request, so it 
swallowed you and brought you three to this place." Kabal questioned, "Did you cause the 
ground to swallow us up that killed the DraKa and the guards?" "I did not," the Mystic Rose 
replied. "A force other than myself was at work within the ground." "Tell me what this place is 
and why you brought us here," Kabal demanded. "It is the underground entrance to the temple 
you saw in ruins on the surface," the Mystic Rose replied. Pluck asked, "Why bring us here?" "I 
brought you here to ensure your continued survival," the Mystic Rose replied. Pluck considered 
the flower's earlier words, and then she questioned, "Does it hurt you to be separated from 
me?" "| am not the one who would be hurt." "What would happen to me if you remained 
separated from me as you are now?" Pluck asked. The Mystic Rose seemed to glance at Votar's 
sister before answering Pluck, "If several sun's cycles should go by, you would die. Now another 
knows of this secret. May she deal with the knowledge wisely." "I had a very vivid dream while | 
was within the worm, does it mean anything?" Pluck questioned. The Mystic Rose again appeared 
to look at Kabal before answering Pluck, "Yours was merely your heart's desire. The other's 
dream was... How should | put it? Hers was a glimpse into the life of another." Pluck glanced at 
Kabal, but she gave no indication she knew what the flower spoke of. Pluck considered the battle 
with Commander Avarice, Lord Caliber, and the Commery army, and then she questioned 
the flower, "Can you heal GuideMa as you healed me?" The Mystic Rose hovered over the Femor 
who had slipped into unconsciousness, and then the Mystic Rose said after a few mites, "There 
is much damage to this Aviatrix. | would not be able to assist you later if | heal her now." The 
Mystic Rose examined her again, and then she spoke, "Her wounds are extensive. | shall actually 
need to rest for a long time, and | would not be able to assist you for a whole sun's cycle." "Tell 
me how we may escape these underground tunnels before you heal GuideMa," Pluck 
instructed the flower. "Go into the back entrance of the temple you see ahead of you up the 
stairs," the Mystic Rose began. "Follow the passages that lead up, and you shall find your 
escape." "Is that all we need to do?" Kabal questioned, and then she stated, "Sounds simple 
enough." The Mystic Rose replied, "It is, but you may have to try different routes as it appears 
the temple has collapsed in certain places." Pluck noticed Kabal shivering. She was also cold from 
the water that soaked their bodies and clothes, so Pluck asked, "Is there a way you can create a 
fire for us, so that we may have some light and dry ourselves? It is very dark and cold here." "I 
can do better than that," the Mystic Rose replied, and then a gentle wind came from her form 
and swept over the three, completely drying their clothes and hair. "There, | have removed the 
water, and as for light..." The Mystic Rose's bud opened halfway, and three small pollen balls shot 
out. They were bright yellow and fuzzy and had what looked like tentacles dangling down from 
them, and they danced about the air like tiny jellyfish. Each pollen ball moved to one of the 
females and hovered near their heads. "I have assigned one of these Globe Spores to each of you, 
and they shall stay by your side and give you light," the flower told them. "They shall last a sun's 
cycle and then fade away." "Thank you," Pluck said as she reached up her finger and petted the 
cute soft ball. It was the size of a large glass marble she had seen children near the temple play 
with. They used it in some sort of game where they shot the larger marble with their fingers at 
smaller marbles. The Globe Spore wiggled and made soft chirping sounds as if it was ticklish, and 


Pluck asked, "Are they alive?" "The Globe Spores are apart of me, so they are alive; they can 
sometimes have a mind of their own." "Does that mean we can talk to them and tell them where 
we need light?" Pluck questioned. "Yes," the Mystic Rose replied. "They shall be good for you, 
but do know they can be mischievous at times if they like you and want to play." The Mystic Rose 
directed her next comments to the Globe Spores, "But there shall be no playtime while these 
females are trapped underground and/or are in danger." The Globe Spores chirped disappointed 
calls like that of Singing Chipmunks. The Mystic Rose questioned the Beast Woman, "Is there 
anything else you need of me?" "That was it, thank you again. Please heal GuideMa now," Pluck 
requested. "I don't know if she can hang on much longer." "You shall need to do so once | have 
returned to your back," the Mystic Rose informed her. "Me?" Pluck uttered. "I don't know 
how." The Mystic Rose descended through her ripped shirt, fusing once more with Pluck and 
retook her place on her back as she spoke, "Don't be afraid. | shall assist you." Pluck moved over 
to the Femor and knelt beside her, and then she questioned the flower, "What must | do?" "Place 
your hand to the side of her face and think about how you want her to be whole," the Mystic Rose 
instructed her. "You must find the care and concern that is within your heart for this to work." She 
did as the flower instructed her and moved her hand to the side of the Femor's face, and 
GuideMa, who had awoken a short time before, grabbed ahold of her wrist in a violent grip as 
she slightly sat up. "Do not touch me, you filthy Woman," GuideMa uttered with her dying 
breaths. "I don't wish for you to help me in any way. Touch me, and I'll gouge out your eyes once 
| am well." Pluck stared down at the severely injured Femor and had compassion for her even 
though her hatred for her was very apparent. She would have no problems finding care and 
concern for her. "Hush now," Pluck told her. "The first thing we have to worry about is getting 
you back on your legs, and don't worry, I'm not doing this for you. My motives are completely 
centered on myself. | don't wish to remain here, and | don't want to carry your dead weight 
around anymore." She lifted her other hand and gently pried the Femor's hand from hers as she 
spoke, "In your current condition, you really don't have a say. Now lie back and be quiet." Pluck 
smiled, hoping to reassure the Femor that she meant her no harm, and then she placed her hand 
on the side of her face. She concentrated as the Mystic Rose continued to instruct her, and 
together they healed the Femor. Pluck stood once she was done and leaned over, offering her 
hand to her, but the Femor smacked it away and rose on her own. GuideMa started for the stairs, 
paused, and turned to them, speaking in an angry tone, "Will the two of you be staying here or 
are you wanting to leave this foul place as much as me?" Kabal said nothing and followed after 
the Femor. Pluck slightly grin and then followed after her party. 


Chapter Two 
Pursuit Of Those Lost 


"Fairah!" Zung spoke as he flew down to the Crimson Grass from the clear blue sky as his 
warrior garb made of the gold metal called Zingium glinted in the sunlight. He landed on the 
outstretched palm of the Immortal who led a group of seven others through the tall blades as he 
reported, "I and my sister followed the tracks to a ruined temple, but no one was there. We 
searched for a way into the temple, but there was none." The group had set out nals earlier on 
foot and followed the tracks believed to belong to Duke Gamemnon's DraKa convoy. The 
Winsome Kits had flown off in pairs nearly three nals ago and none had returned to Fairah. None 
would return until they found Pluck. They had assumed Gamemnon was going ona short trek, but 
when the first nal went by and they still hadn't spotted him, they learned of their grave error. 
Fairah decided to send Zung and Zenba ahead of them as their wings could swiftly catch up to 
any DraKa as the rest of them continued on foot. "We did follow—" Zenba started as she flew 
down after her brother and also landed on the outstretch hand of Fairah, "—the tracks back some 
distance, and we are very sure that they went back to the camp in the center of the Valley of 
Blood. Do you want one of us or both of us to return to camp and see if Pluck is 
with Gamemnon?" Their armor consisted of shin guards, arm guards, a breast plate, and a 
helmet, and they were both armed with two small swords strapped to their waist and a tiny spear 
that theyg carried which was also made of Zingium. "No, let me think about what we should do 
first," Fairah replied. "Where are we now?" Duke Votar, who stood next to the Immortal, 
questioned one of his four guards. The Shangra Guard replied, "We are in the Red Grasslands. 
We left the Valley of Blood about fifteen mites back." "I have no sense of direction," Votar 
mumbled, and then he questioned the KellyZings as if it hadn't already been asked a hundred 
times over, "Are you sure the tracks belong to Gamemnon and his DraKa convoy?" "Not 
completely," Zung answered. "But the only other DraKas at the camp were yours and 
King Solom's. Solom had his guards check to see if any of his DraKas had gone out, and none 
had." "I am beginning to think we should have gone back and readied one of my DraKas," Votar 
spoke. "I didn't think we would be walking this far or for this long." "There was no tigme," Fairah 
insisted, and then she turned her eyes that were white as her hair and peered in the direction 
they traveled. Her silver-metallic gown which was neither corporeal nor noncorporeal, for it 
existed neither in this world nor the next was called the Sceld. It was a magical creature that 
protected her from Maag-neg, and it shimmered in the rays of light, mirroring her frustration 
over losing Pluck as Fairah stated, "We would have wasted much, waiting on the beast to be 
readied." "I wish someone could tell me for sure that it was Gamemnon who took my sister and 
Pluck. It would put my mind at ease knowing they would be safe with him and that an invisible 
assassin hadn't made off with them." "Your sister may be safe with Gamemnon—" Zung began as 
if he had to tell Votar of the Beast Woman's predicament, "—but Pluck..." "They Gamemnon's 
DraKas," Quip spoke up, interrupting the KellyZing as the Trife slushed through the tall Crimson 
Grass to rejoin the group. "Me spotted him, returning, but me not see Pluck or Votar's 
sister." "Are you sure?" Votar questioned him. "Me sure," Quip replied. "Me got really close to 
moving DraKas. Close enough Torlawn Guard threw spear into grass next to me, thinking me, Red 


Grasslands Boar." Healen, the Velum doctor who had joined the group along with Staunch the 
Dreadgon youth, considered all that he had heard. Healen asked, "Are we sure they were with 
Gamemnon to begin with?" "We need to stop arguing this fact," Zung stated, and then he replied, 
"The ground where Pluck was last spotted was very muddy and trodden upon, but | believe | am 
sure. No tracks left in any other direction than the ones the Draka convoy took." Votar said, "I 
can see my sister going off with Gamemnon without telling me, but Pluck would have said 
something before going." "You can't be so blinded by your friendship with Gamemnon that you 
don't know what he's capable of," Zenba spoke up, and then she said, "Pluck would never go 
anywhere with him, at least, not of her free will. | believe Gamemnon has abducted her." "Why 
would he do such a thing?" Votar questioned. Fairah answered him, "Gamemnon is the one who 
brought Tabitha to your King, and Gamemnon is claiming that Tabitha is the Serviatrix. If Pluck 
went missing..." "Wait one mite!" Votar snapped. "Gamemnon may be a lot of things, but he isn't 
a murderer." "I have heard rumors about him," Healen spoke up. "It was rumored that he had his 
own uncle murdered so that he could claim the Dukedom for himself." "Those were only vicious 
rumors spread by his aunt. She wanted Torlawn for herself," Votar declared. Staunch reached 
down and gently tapped the shoulder of the Trife. Quip glanced up at him, and then Quip spoke, 
"Staunch want know what we do now. Return Valley of Blood or go further into Red 
Grasslands?" "Let me see if |can sense the Mystic Rose or one of the Winsome Kits," Fairah spoke, 
then she closed her eyes, and stretched out her senses. She opened her eyes again and shook 
her head as she said, "It is as if someone or something blocks my efforts to sense the flower, and 
the kits are very far away." Zenba questioned her, "Does that mean that the Mystic Rose has 
somehow been destroyed?" "No," Fairah replied. "I would still sense the residual Maag-llee of 
the Mystic Rose. It is more like someone or something is trying to prevent me from sensing the 
flower." She turned to the Duke and questioned him, "What do ye think we should do? You seem 
like ye want to find Pluck as much as we do. | know ye are concerned for ye's sister, but | also 
sense a concern within ye's heart for Pluck." "I do wish to speak with her again," Votar admitted. 
"The words | wanted to tell her never came to light the last time we spoke. Words | did not wish 
to speak were the only ones that seemed to come out." "I believe we can all understand that," 
Fairah stated. "Where to? Back or forward?" "Back," he replied. "We need to find a direction we 
can go in, and | should speak with Gamemnon to find out what he does know of Pluck and my 
sister's disappearances." "Back it is," Fairah stated. "The KellyZings and | shall go to the cave and 
wait there to hear from you. Quip, Staunch, and the Velum doctor shall go into the camp and see 
what they can learn from those pitching tents there." The group of eleven was in agreement with 
the plan, so they all headed back. 


x k * 


Gamemnon and his DraKa convoy returned to his tent within the Valley of Blood, and Tabitha 
shad- owed by her Roth bodyguard rushed out to greet the Duke of Torlawn. He disembarked 
from the Howdah and was immediately met by the young female Necrom with a tail. She leapt 
upon him and wrapped her arms around his neck. Gamemnon laughed out of surprise, but then 
he quickly composed himself. "Tabitha, | am also pleased to see you, but this action is very 
unladylike," he told her as he glanced aroļund at the people watching them. "You should refrain 
from such public displays of affection." She kissed him on the cheek and then dropped down to 
the ground as she told him, "I was very lonely here without you to keep me company. Where did 


you go that | couldn't come with you?" He seemed to ignore her question, so she persisted and 
said, "I snuck out to the area outside of the camp and caught a glimpse of you as you left. | saw 
the Duchess of Shangra in the Howdah with you. | thought I also spied an- other female Necrom 
with a crimson mane like a Fire Lion." "Are you jealous?" he questioned her. "Completely," she 
told him. "I want to be included in everything that you do." Tabitha spun around in a circle as she 
declared, "I want to see the whole world and all the wondrous sights it has to offer. | want to see, 
breathe, eat, and touch things I've never experienced before." "That is understandable," 
Gamemnon spoke as he headed for the tent, and then he said, "Groth told me you were very 
isolated where you grew up, so I can understand your need to explore, but you can't always come 
with me. There are times | must leave you behind. You should have gone and visited your sire 
while | was gone." "I don't know if | am ready to meet with him alone," Tabitha admitted, before 
going into the tent. "He's the King, and I am a little afraid to speak on my own to him." The Duke 
of Torlawn followed in after her, and she turned to face him once they walked a few paces in. 
Groth, her Roth bodyguard joined them and stood off in the corner. Two Torlawn Guards 
stationed themselves just outside the entrance while two more positioned themselves just inside 
the entrance. She continued, "I wouldn't know what to say to my sire." Gamemnon moved over 
to her, placed both of his hands on her shoulders, and stared into her blue feline eyes as he told 
her, "You only have to be truthful. You both know so little about each other. Take this time to 
find out more about your sire." He peered down at her with his adoring eyes as if he was her own 
father doting on her, but his kind gaze hid his desperation and anger over what had transpired at 
the ruins. Gamemnon rid himself of the Beast Woman, but he had lost Kabal. He had plans for 
the Duchess, and now they had been brought to ruin. There would also be the repercussions of 
having to tell Votar he couldn't save his sister. He would lie that Kabal had ever been with him, 
but Gamemnon believed too many had seen them as they left the area outside the camp. He 
could lie and say that Pluck killed his sister, but then there would be questions as to why he didn't 
return her body to her brother. Gamemnon still had much to consider before he spoke to Votar 
or the King and that weighed heavily on his mind. He kept his contempt for how the sun's cycle 
turned out hidden behind his kind expression as he told her, "You should find out why he believes 
the false one is the true Serviatrix. No Woman can ever save our land." "I am as surprised as you," 
Tabitha admitted. "I have only met this Woman once, but she has been whispered about among 
those gathered in the Valley of Blood. | hear whispers that they aren't sure who is the real 
Serviatrix." "Don't worry about rumors or whispers. | have acquired something for you that will 
put everyone's doubts to rest. Everyone will know as | do that you are the one who will save 
us." "What is this thing that you speak of?" Tabitha questioned him. "It is..." Gamemnon started 
to answer and then a Torlawn Guard entered, carrying a hand and a half sword. Gamemnon 
spoke, "This is the item." The guard continued over to a chest where a sword stand was located, 
he placed the weapon in the top holder of three, then turned, and stood watch over it. "A 
sword?" Tabitha exclaimed. "It's called the Lux, the Lightning Sword," Gamemnon told her. "It 
will aid you in your quest to destroy the darkness." She walked over to it and stated, "It's very 
lovely." Tabitha reached out her hand to grab hold of the scabbard as she said, "How will this aid 
me in my quest?" Gamemnon grabbed her wrist before her fingers touched the black leather 
scabbard with strange markings as he told her, "Do not touch it just yet. It gave me a nasty jolt 
on my journey back. | had to have one of my guards handle it." "If | can't hold it, how am | to use 
it?" He released her wrist and answered, "I have called for JuJu. He's an Immortal and will know 


of a way to remove the spell or curse that's on this blade. Once JuJu has done that, then you will 
wield the power of the sword and make all bow down to us." "You mean I can completely destroy 
the darkness," Tabitha corrected him as she pulled her hand away from the sword and took a 
step back. "Yes, of course. You will make the darkness bow down in defeat," he restated. "When 
will this JuJu arrive?" she questioned him. "I already have," JuJu replied as he pushed the tent 
flap aside and entered, walking backwards as one of the outside guards escorted him in. The 
black and white furred Necrom who resembled a Pygmy Panda kept his head facing away 
from Tabitha and Gamemnon as he walked to the center of the tent, and then he presented his 
back to them. He was barefoot and only wore a black Fundoshi that blended in with his black 
markings, making him appear naked. The Torlawn Guard looked perplexed by the Immortal's odd 
behavior. Gamemnon motioned for the guard to retake his position outside, and the Necrom 
quickly obeyed. JuJu stated as if talking to the tent flap, "I hear that my skills are needed to break 
some sort of spell." "I also see that you are as mad as ever," Gamemnon told him. "I am as | have 
always been. Should | change because others think my behavior strange?" "You wouldn't even if 
you should," Gamemnon said with a chuckle. "And as for your question, | only sent word that | 
wanted to see you. How did you know it pertains to a spell?" "Why else would someone call the 
mad hermit JuJu? Ye have not invited me to a party or have ye?" "I have not," Gamemnon replied, 
and then he added, "I learned from that mistake a long time ago." "I enjoyed myself that sun's 
cycle," JuJu said. "I missed chasing around the young female Necroms and making them squeal, 
but | am straying off topic. Ye summoned me because of a spell. It was not that long ago that the 
Duke of Shangra made the same request. Is this bewitching spell upon ye?" "It is not," 
Gamemnon answered, and then he questioned, "What bewitching spell inflicted my friend?" JuJu 
inquired still as if he spoke to the tent flap, "Do ye wish for me to tell others what | shall be 
doing for ye?" "No, of course not." "Then do not ask of me what | have done for others," JuJu 
stated, and then he questioned, "Let usstart from the beginning. Why have | been 
summoned?" Gamemnon couldn't stand talking to the back of JuJu, so he walked around and 
faced him, and then he replied, "I have need of your wisdom and skills, teacher." "Now ye use 
the term teacher. Where was that title when | was actually instructing the spoiled 
guttersnipe?" "The guttersnipe you mentioned wanted to play outside and learn to use the 
sword, not learn of things that had little use, at least in his naive opinion," Gamemnon answered. 
"That guttersnipe has long since gone." "We shall see," JuJu spoke. "Once a guttersnipe, always 
a guttersnipe. Ye were not much of a pupil in ye's earlier seasons of lessons, and | grew tired of 
trying to teach ye. | have recently spoken with some of ye's other teachers, and they have told 
me ye did improve as ye entered adulthood." "I was a bit of a brat," Gamemnon admitted. "But | 
learned if | want to succeed in life and acquire my goals, | needed to learn and put childish things 
away." Tabitha peered at the Immortal since he entered, not as the guard who had gawked at 
him, but in wondrous curiosity. She moved along with Gamemnon to stand in front of the 
Immortal and stared at JuJu like a child seeing a DraKa for the first time. The strangeness and 
grandness that emanated off of him were very apparent. "Ye have put childish things away? A 
pity... | find that | enjoy childish things," JuJu spoke, and then he questioned, "What things have 
ye placed in their stead?" She thought their relationship was marvelous, and Tabitha wanted this 
same kind of relationship with her sire. Excitement bolstered her confidence, and she decided 
she needed to seize these feelings she had and go speak with King Solom right away, so she said 
to them, "You two seem like you need to catch up, so I'll go." "You don't need to leave," 


Gamemnon told her. "I do," she said. "I have my own catching up to do." "You have found the 
courage to go speak with your sire?" Gamemnon questioned her. "I have discovered my courage, 
thanks to you two," Tabitha replied, then she turned, and hurried out of the tent. "Interesting 
female Necrom with a tail," JuJu spoke after she had left the tent. "Is this the goal ye left ye's 
childish things for?" "Perhaps," Gamemnon replied. "What does my old teacher think?" "I think 
ye is chasing after the warm breeze as the cold sets in," JuJu replied as he turned and faced the 
chest with the sword stand that was positioned on top of it. "Ye's goal may be what destroys the 
kingdom ye so desperately want for ye's self." "You know of my desire for the throne?" 
Gamemnon questioned him. "I have known since | first set these old eyes upon ye," JuJu 
answered. "Ye have great potential for good or ill. | am not sure which ye are striving for." "I am 
striving for the good of all Necroms," Gamemnon told him. "Ye's good intentions may still bring 
ill to the Necroms ye are striving to save," JuJu told him. "Beware that ye's goal and ye's strive 
never end up on opposite sides of the war | am sensing is approaching. Ye may have never been 
an apt pupil in learning the skills | had to offer, but do remember the wisdom | bestowed upon 
ye. Let it be a guide for ye's goal and ye's strive." JuJu said no more on the subject, and 
Gamemnon gave no reply as JuJu walked over to the sword, sensing its power. "I assume this is 
why ye brought me here," JuJu stated. "It is." The Immortal stretched his hand over the sword as 
he spoke, "It is very powerful. Where did ye get it?" "Near one of the ruins off of a corpse," 
Gamemnon answered, assuming he spoke the truth of Pluck. "Which ruins?" "I don't know its 
name. The ones in the Forsaken Jungle of the WhimChuck Territory " "I know of those. | was there 
many seasons ago before the ground shook it apart," JuJu said as he continued probing the blade 
from tip to hilt. "What is it that ye want?" "I want to be able to use the sword," Gamemnon told 
him. "It stung me when | grabbed hold of its hilt." JuJu inquired, "Ye want to use the power for 
ye's self?" "No," Gamemnon answered. "The sword is for the one who was just here, Tabitha. 
Can you lift the spell or curse that's upon the blade?" "I shall see what | can do," JuJu answered, 
then he closed his eyes, and placed his other hand over the scabbard. The Immortal probed 
deeper and deeper, and then suddenly the sword repelled him and knocked him back a step. 
Nothing like this had happened to JuJu in many seasons. It excited him and made him tremble in 
fear at the same time, so he immediately stepped forward to take to probing again. There was 
more to this sword than a simple spell or curse. "Strong Maag-llee covers this blade," JuJu spoke 
as he put up a protective barrier for himself. Gamemnon corrected, "Don't you mean Maag- 
neg?" "| do not sense any evil magic yet," JuJu answered as he stepped back and ceased his 
probing, and then he stated, "I shall need to look deeper. Have the guard who is standing here 
next to me move over withthe others. | do not want him to be hurt by any Maag- 
backlash." Gamemnon motioned with his head for the guard to do so, and he quickly went and 
joined the two inside the tent door. JuJu doubled his protective barrier, then stepped forward to 
the sword, placed his hands over the black scabbard, and kept his eyes open as he concentrated. 
His face contorted as he struggled to move his probe deeper into the layers of the sword. The 
sword knocked him back a second time with an added jolt to his fingertips that set his nerve 
endings afire like a nip a dog gives as a warning. JuJu shook his hands just as the name of the 
sword engraved on its blade glowed through the scabbard. "This is the Lux, the Lightning Sword," 
JuJu uttered then he blew on his fingertips as if putting out a candle flame on each. "I have heard 
of this weapon. It is the Sword of Cross-Worlds." He turned to the Duke and inquired of his once 
pupil, "Where did ye say ye found it?" "Near the ruins," Gamemnon replied, wary his old teacher 


may know something about the blade that would reveal his lie. JuJu instructed him, "Describe 
the corpse ye took this weapon off of." "I didn't take it off the corpse," Gamemnon replied with 
another falsehood. "One of my guards did." "Let me speak to that guard. Is he here?" JuJu 
questioned like a Necrom possessed. "He perished in an earth tremor that swallowed a DraKa 
and a few other of my guards." "I see." Gamemnon questioned him, "Can you remove the barrier 
that prevents me from drawing the sword?" "There is no spell or curse," JuJu answered him. "The 
sword itself prevented ye from touching it as it prevents me from probing any deeper. | do not 
know how it has such an ability or why it prevents any further probing. If the guard who took it 
off the corpse truly is dead, ye should be the new owner of the blade as goes with most magical 
items. Maybe the guard, the short time owner of the blade before ye, is not dead or there may 
be something else at work here." JuJu shook his head and then said, "Maybe if ye were able to 
show me the body of its previous owner, | would be able to tell ye more, otherwise, there is 
nothing | can do." Gamemnon cursed under his breath but did nothing else to let his once teacher 
know how upset he was. "While | am here," JuJu began. "Why do ye not feed me? We can talk 
some more while | eat." The Duke ordered it so, and bread, cheese, and wine were brought in, 
and the two of them sat at a small table. JuJu ate while Gamemnon drank. "I see that many have 
gathered in the Valley of Blood. Have they all come to see Tabitha or have they come to see that 
Beast Woman who looks like a Necrom?" JuJu questioned with food in his mouth. "They have 
come wanting to see the Serviatrix, but as to who they believe is the one, you will have to ask 
each person out there," Gamemnon replied. "Who do ye think is the true Serviatrix, if ye believe 
such things?" JuJu questioned. "Don't you believe in the Serviatrix prophecies?" Gamemnon 
asked. "Ye believe because | am an Immortal | should automatically believe in such 
stories." "Yes," Gamemnon replied. "I do. | thought part of your tasks was to assist the Serviatrix 
once she appeared." "It is," JuJu stated. "But ye said it ye's self. | do not do things just because | 
should. Anyway, who is to say either this Tabitha or this Pluck is the Serviatrix. | have heard 
rumors there has been a third female Necrom with a tail spotted within a Femor village." "If that 
is true, why didn't you go investigate?" Gamemnon questioned him. "It is not my place to find 
the Serviatrix only to guide her if | should choose to do so. Pass me more of that DraKa cheese." 
He changed the subject by commenting, "Who would have thought such large beasts who 
produce milk so foul could have a cheese produced from that same milk that could send my pallid 
directly to the Creator's Realm?" Gamemnon wasn't ready to leave the subject, so as he gave him 
the whole plate, he said, "Cheese aside... What do you plan on doing once you have finished 
filling your belly?" "I do not know," JuJu replied. "I am a wanderer, | wander. | would wander all 
around this world if | was not summoned by dukes and kings." "Kings?" Gamemnon uttered, and 
then he questioned, "Has Solom summoned you also?" "Did ye not think it odd that | arrived so 
early upon ye's summons?" JuJu replied. "I never thought about it," Gamemnon answered, and 
then he questioned, "Why did he request your presence?" "He mentioned something about 
having a daughter suddenly appear in his life," JuJu replied. "I be- lieve he wants me to use my 
skills to see if he is her sire." The Immortal paused to see the Duke's reaction, and then JuJu 
asked, "Are you concerned about this?" Gamemnon replied, "Why would | be?" "I thought maybe 
on the road to ye's goal you may have cheated and lied to acquire what you need," JuJu 
answered. "Just like the guttersnipe, | used to know." 
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"My King," a Caldron Guard started as he entered the tent and bowed before Solom. "Yes, what 
is it?" The guard replied, "Tabitha is here to see you." Solom had been deep in thought, 
considering everything that had happened since he first laid eyes on Pluck. Much had happened 
since he declared to Pluck and the KellyZings that she was the Serviatrix. He sat on his throne, 
leaning on his elbow and rested his chin on his hand. Solom perked up at the mention of Tabitha. 
He straightened, letting his worries trickle away, and then he spoke, "Send her 
in." The guard left and came back in with the young female Necrom with fiery-crimson hair. 
Solom stood and walked over to her, reaching out his hands and taking her youthful ones into his 
aged and weathered palms. "I didn't know if you would want to see me," she said. "I have longed 
to set my eyes upon you for a while now," Solom told her, and then he said, "Let me have a look 
at you." Tabitha took a step back, still holding on to his hands so that he could gaze upon her. 
Solom saw Merita her mother in her face, and a flood of emotions from his youth swept over 
him. He'd loved Merita with all his heart, and he still did, but that love had been unused, but now 
with her daughter here, he could give it all to Tabitha. Solom questioned her, "Was there 
anything that you needed from me?" "No, my sire. | only wanted to come and talk with you," 
Tabitha answered. "Is that all right?" "Yes, of course. Come let us go sit." He let go of one of her 
hands, turned, and led them over to his throne, and then he released her hand and took his place 
as she sat in the chair across from him. Solom asked her, "What do you wish to speak to me 
about?" "My mother. What can you tell me about her?" "Merita," the name sang from his lips as 
he began. "She had black hair as dark as the night without the moons. It was also very long. She 
wore it up, but she would take it down for me." Solom smiled as he continued, "Your eyes and 
your smile remind me of her, and her voice was as sweet as Amber Bees Honey. | would spend 
every free moment | had with her." "You sound like you deeply loved her," Tabitha spoke, pleased 
to hear her father's fondness for her mother. "I do. Not a sun's cycle has gone by that | haven't 
thought about her. It saddens me deeply to hear she has passed on," he spoke, then reached 
over, and squeezed her hand as he said, "At least, | have you." "You do have me, and I'll always 
be by your side," Tabitha told him and squeezed his hand in return. They sat there enjoying the 
moment, and then she said, "Because of my devotion to you, | would like to talk about this Beast 
Woman who claims to be the Serviatrix. | believe her name is Pluck." "That is her name," Solom 
told her as he sat back in his throne, and then he asked, "What do you want to know?" "Do you 
believe she is the one to rid us of the coming darkness?" she questioned him. "I don't know," 
Solom answered with a heavy heart. He was torn between a faith so strong and now a devotion 
to blood. Solom told her, "I have seen so many signs fulfilled within her, but then there's you. | 
see my very own Daughter of a King standing before me who has also fulfilled many of the signs 
if not more, and because of that, | don't know what to think." "I also don't know if | am this 
Serviatrix that Gamemnon claims that | am, but | do know that a Woman can't be." Her voice rose 
as she pleaded with him, "Do not be deceived by her claims." "She has never made any claims," 
Solom told her. "The KellyZings and | are the ones who have proclaimed her to be the 
Serviatrix." "To who? | haven't heard this proclamation. Unproclaimg her," Tabitha insisted. 
"Outright deny she is the one. Don't let your people believe in a false hope." "Are you wanting 
me to proclaim you as our savior?" Solom questioned her. "No, my sire," Tabitha replied. "Let 
destiny do so. Let the signs and my actions shout that | am the one or | am not." He chuckled as 
he spoke, "Well said, my daughter, well said." "What of Pluck?" she asked. "What will you do 
about her claim?" "I need to think on it," he told her. "What you ask of me is no simple task. Once 


| deny her, | can never ask anything of her, and | do feel sorry for the Beast Woman. She didn't 
ask for this burden to be placed upon her, and she didn't ask to be hated by all." "What do you 
mean?" Tabitha inquired. "I guess you wouldn't know," the King began. "Pluck is hated by us 
because she is of Man, but she is also hated by her own kind because she looks like a Necrom. | 
think you would like her if you ever had the chance to sit down and talk with her." "I hope | never 
get the chance," she stated. "Gamemnon says..." "You would be wise to listen to your own heart 
and mind every once in a while," Solom told her. "People say many things, including me, so form 
an opinion of what you see and not always of what you hear." "I will take this to heart, my 
sire." "Good... for right now, | would like to ease my mind of the worries of this crown and spend 
some time with you. Would you like to go out on my Howdah and have a picnic? | have found it 
very relaxing watching the Field Giraffes graze." "I would love to," she told him. "Let me go tell 
Gamemnon that | will be gone." "No need for that," Solom told her. "I will have one of my guards 
inform him. Come, let us go tell my chef what sorts of foods you like. He has brought quite a 
selection with him from my castle." "That does sound very tantalizing," a voice called from across 
the tent. "Is this an open invitation?" Tabitha and the King turned to see the bottom of the tent 
raised in one section, and a Necrom with his head upside down peering under it at them. "JuJu, 
is that you?" Solom questioned. "It is," he replied, then climbed under the tent, and entered 
before the King. "Why didn't you use the front entrance?" Solom questioned him. "Why should 
1?" JuJu questioned. "There were two Necroms standing there blocking the way, so I moved toa 
different section. Ye may want to talk to the captain of your guards about ye's security if | could 
so easily enter without them knowing." "I will indeed," Solom said. JuJu looked to Tabitha, and 
then he asked the King, "Is this her?" "It is," Solom replied. "What do you need from her?" "Just 
her hands so that | may hold them," JuJu replied. Tabitha looked to the King, glanced at the 
Immortal, and then turned back to the King as she questioned, "Are you marrying me 
off?" "What? No," Solom replied through a laugh. "I would never marry you off to someone you 
haven't selected and never to JuJu. He would make a horrible husband." JuJu spoke, "Ye do know 
| am standing right here. No need for insults within striking distance of my ears." "Why is he here 
then, and why must I hold hands with him?" she asked. "I have tasked him with... well..." Solom 
started, then he glanced at the Immortal, and turned back to her, saying, "I must be sure." "Sure 
of what?" Tabitha repeated, then she realized what the King spoke of, and she placed her 
hands in JuJu's as she said, "I understand." Guilt riddled Solom's heart over the doubts he had 
towards Tabitha, but he was King, and he needed to know for sure. He watched JuJu begin as his 
old heart thumped in his chest. The next few mites were grueling as he waited to hear the 
outcome. JuJu finished. "She is of your blood," JuJu told him. "Tabitha is a Daughter of a 
King." Tabitha released JuJu's hands and rushed over to her father wrapping her arms around 
him as she spoke, "I have been waiting to do this since the moment | met you, my sire." "Sire is 
so formal. Please call me father," Solom told her. "I will send word back to my castle for them to 
make ready a feast upon our return. | will announce to all of Wellspring that | have a daughter." "I 
would like that. | would like that very much," she told him and then kissed him on the cheek 
twice. JuJu stood there for a few mites, and then he spoke up, "You mentioned a picnic." "I did, 
and | guess you can come along," Solom told him. "I am pleased to hear that," JuJu said as he 
rubbed his rounded belly. "I am still hungry." 


Chapter Three 
The Ruins 


The Globe Spores lit up the steps for each female as Pluck, Kabal, and GuideMa started up the 
stairs that led into the dark ruins. The dim light the yellow gems covering the ceiling of the cavern 
emitted to the floor and lake below had no power beyond the stairs leading into the ruins. The 
steps ended at an opening, and the party entered a drab passage. The Globe Spores happily 
chirped as they stayed near their assigned companion and gave light to their steps. The party 
followed the passage just as the Mystic Rose instructed. They walked for some time in silence, 
then the tall Femor slowed her much faster pace, so that Pluck walked beside her. GuideMa 
couldn't let go of what transpired earlier, and so she said, "You claim that you were only thinking 
of yourself when you healed me against my wishes." Pluck wasn't sure what to say to her, so she 
commanded her Globe Spore she named Ray, "Can you make it brighter in here?" Ray giggled in 
delight and did as commanded. "Are you ignoring me, filthy Woman?" GuideMa snapped. Pluck 
sighed and then answered, "I was trying to but with no success." "Answer me then!" GuideMa 
yelled. "You claimed that you were only thinking of yourself when you healed me." "What of it?" 
Pluck asked still unsure how to approach the subject. "If what you spoke was true, why didn't you 
just leave me behind?" GuideMa questioned her. "It would have been the simplest thing to do, 
and then you wouldn't have lost the use of that beautiful weed." "Beautiful weed? Is that how 
you see the Mystic Rose?" Pluck inquired and didn't wait on a reply, but answered the Femor's 
question, "I never thought of leaving you behind." "You're up to something," GuideMa accused 
her. "Don't think I'll fall for your act. | know that you're the false Serviatrix." "I may be," Pluck 
admitted with a hint of doubt as to her status in the prophecies. She then spoke mostly to herself 
as she questioned, "Why would I be the one selected for such an overwhelming and impor- tant 
task? I am merely me; | am merely one who is hated." Kabal batted at her own Globe Spore like 
it was an annoying buzzing fly. It seemed to enjoy hovering too close to her head as she 
questioned, "Feeling sorry for yourself?" "I am," Pluck replied as she turned, and then she added 
with a fake smile, "I thought it might help pass the time." "Gloom and doom don't suit you," Kabal 
said. "| feel more secure in our self-rescue if you were a little more optimistic that you are this 
would-be savior. In the least, you could at least save us." Pluck's artificial smile became one of 
sincerity as she answered, "I'm beginning to think you hate me a little less each time you speak 
to me in these little confidence building speeches you give me. If they come out of earnestness 
or merely self-preservation, it doesn't matter. They are raising my spirits and giving me hope, so 
let me return the kindness and find us a way out." "That's more like the vile Woman | know," 
Kabal stated. "Lead on oh trustworthy savior." GuideMa slowed her pace even further, watching 
the Beast Woman from behind and making her plans for when they emerged safely to the 
surface. Kabal and Pluck walked together almost like they were friends. GuideMa knew that Kabal 
had feelings for her Duke. Kabal spoke of Gamemnon a lot and he of her. The Duke of Torlawn 
wanted the false Serviatrix dead, so Kabal had to have the same desires. GuideMa couldn't figure 
out why the Duchess would depend on the filthy Woman for anything, but then she considered 
that maybe Kabal had plans of her own for Pluck, maybe having this familiarity with the filthy 
Woman was her way of getting within striking distance. The passage ended in an underground 


courtyard where trees once green and full of life, stood as a dead reminder of a better era. The 
courtyard of tattered stones and broken statues and benches surrounded an old temple building. 
Much of the structure appeared to be in ruins, and the statues were of Necroms in attire of the 
era long gone to time. Pluck took the lead and headed for the temple, looking for a way in as 
the main entrance was blocked by fallen pillars. She found a place where the side wall had 
cracked open, and it was large enough for them to crawl through. Pluck started for it when one 
of the nearby pillars crumbled and started to fall towards Pluck. "Alba! Watch out!" Kabal 
screamed out. Pluck leapt back just as the pillar collapsed and sealed up the crack in the wall. She 
turned to the Duchess a little perplexed. "I would have been crushed. You saved my life!" Pluck 
uttered, and then she spoke, "You called me Alba. Why did you call me Alba?" "I..." Kabal 
stuttered out. Pluck asked, "Does Alba mean something?" Kabal didn't want to have to explain 
to her that she had seen her past and knew her forgotten name, so she told her, "Yes, | called 
you Alba, but Alba really isn't a name. It's more of a curse. It means... It means one who is hated 
and despised by all, so that will be the name that | will call you from now on, vile Woman." "Oh, 
| see," Pluck spoke, then turned her face from the Duchess, and continued her search for a 
way into the temple. Kabal stood there stunned by her own actions as she watched the Beast 
Woman walk on. Her hurtful words vanquished the smile that had been on Pluck's face. Kabal 
even thought she saw a tear trickle down the Beast Woman's cheek before she turned away from 
her. The wretchedness she felt because of her lie made her feel very uncomfortable, and she 
wanted to take back her words, but pride or something else prevented her from doing so, so 
Kabal remained in her horrid-state and spoke no more to Pluck. GuideMa walked up beside Kabal 
as the Beast Woman went elsewhere in her search for a way into the temple, and the Femor 
whispered, "Alba doesn't mean what you said it means. Alba is the name of a rare rose of our 
land." "I know," Kabal told her in her own whisper. "Do not tell Pluck of this. | don't want her to 
know." "I don't understand your reasoning behind it, but | have no love for this filthy Woman, so 
| will keep my mouth shut. We should also consider a plan once we are freed of our underground 
prison of how to get rid of her. Gamemnon wanted this false one dead, we should honor his 
wishes." Pluck, heavy-hearted over Kabal's cruelty, searched the entire area, but saw no way into 
the temple, so she headed into a new passage she spotted on her search. Maybe the passage 
would lead them to a way in. Kabal followed her but kept her distance still upset over the words 
she let slip out that were cruel and unnecessary. She felt bad for the Beast Woman, but she didn't 
want GuideMa to know, so she whispered to the Femor, "You may eliminate Pluck as you wish, 
but not until we are safely above and back in the camp. As for killing her, | want no part of it. | 
don't go around killing people | don't like, even if they are a Woman." GuideMa asked, "Did you 
not request the death penalty at her trial?" "I wanted to, but | couldn't request the death penalty 
because the judges' decision was split and my brother had to cast the deciding vote," Kabal 
replied, and then she added, "I did say her crime was severe, so her punishment must be 
severe." "What is the difference?" GuideMa questioned her. "The difference is..." Kabal started, 
and then she paused as Pluck glanced back at them. She waited to finish until Pluck turned back 
around and continued forward through the passage. Kabal said, "The difference is | don't kill 
people myself. It would be murder. Pluck was on trial, and | only called for what justice 
de- manded for her crime." "I don't believe you," GuideMa told her. "I believe you are starting to 
see Pluck other than a filthy Woman." "What you speak of is nonsense," Kabal spat, and then she 
lowered her voice and said, "I have no like for this vile Woman." "Is it nonsense?" GuideMa 


questioned her. "Why did you call out to her as that pillar came crashing down? It would have 
surely killed her if you had only remained silent." "I... We aren't back at the camp yet. We may 
still need her assistance in escaping this underground deathtrap," Kabal insisted. "It's the only 
thing | am concerned about," she said as she watched Pluck walk around a corner. "It looks like 
it will be up to me to take care of the filthy Woman when the time comes. | will make sure Duke 
Gamemnon's wish for her is fulfilled." "Do whatever you want. As long as you wait until we're 
free, | don't care what you do," Kabal told her as they rounded the corner. "Just do not expect 
me to help you in any sort of murderous endeavor." They silenced their conversation when they 
found Pluck standing before an opening in the passage wall. "It looks like this may go into the 
temple," Pluck told them. "I'll go in first, then look around the area, and see if it looks safe for the 
rest of you to follow." GuideMa questioned her, "How do we know that you'll come back if you 
find a way out? You could leave us behind and command your beautiful weed to take our light 
creatures away from us and trap us down here forever." Pluck peered at her for a long time, and 
then she asked, "Why shouldn't | leave you both behind? | was your prisoner at one point. 
Wouldn't it make sense for me to leave you behind?" Her reply shocked GuideMa, and the Femor 
glanced at Kabal, and then she told the Beast Woman, "It would make sense for you to leave us 
behind." "Do you have anything to say on your own behalf as to why | should come back for you?" 
Pluck questioned. "I have none, nor will | beg some filthy Woman for my life," GuideMa 
replied. Pluck turned to the Duchess and inquired of her, "What of you? Do you have anything to 
plead forfrom this hated and despised Woman?" Kabal stared at Pluck, whose crushed 
expression revealed how hurt and demoralized she felt. The Duchess knew it was all her fault. If 
only she had kept to loathing the Beast Woman and not showing her the least bit of rapport, then 
maybe her words about the meaning behind Alba might not have stung so much. Kabal found it 
interesting that she thought of her few kind gestures as the villains in this situation instead of the 
cruel words she used in front of the temple. "I have nothing also—" Kabal answered, "—but | would 
like to add that my brother may not see you very kindly if you allow his sister to perish." "Don't 
you mean Gamemnon and not me," Pluck corrected her. "Or have you forgotten who actually left 
you to die? Have you forgotten the one who threatened to slit your throat?" Kabal didn't answer 
her, but GuideMa shouted, "My Duke didn't abandon us!" She asserted, "He was only prevented 
from rescuing us when the ground collapsed on top of us." "Believe that if you must—" Pluck told 
her, "—but know that he didn't lift one claw to save either of you." "He would never abandon us," 
GuideMa said. "He cares deeply for each of his servants and guards, and he loves the Duchess 
more than his own life." Pluck opened her mouth to challenge GuideMa's claim, but then she 
decided to hold her tongue on the argument. Maybe it wouldn't be right for her to condemn the 
Duke and claim he cared for no one but himself even if she believed it to be true. She saw 
Gamemnon as a repulsive person and towards her he was repulsive, but maybe there was 
another side to him. Pluck had no desire to discover any such rumored side, but that didn't mean 
she had to condemn him in the Femor's presence. "Let us not speak of him any further," Pluck 
suggested. "Or | might say something you will not want to hear. Let us return to the subject at 
hand." Her anger over Gamemnon fueled the disappointment she had towards the two females 
before her as she started, "Your rescue by my hands..." Pluck questioned, "Any last mite pleads 
for leniency?" Neither Kabal nor GuideMa answered her. Pluck glared at them for a long time, 
then her rage softened, and she told them, "As to whether or not I'll come back for you, the only 
thing that | say to that question is that you can believe me when | say | won't leave either of you 


behind. If | was going to do so, | would have done it a long time ago." She turned, got down on 
her hands and knees, and entered the hole, leaving Kabal and GuideMa behind to consider her 
pledge to return. They heard her crawling inside and then it sounded like she pushed a few heavy 
stones out of her way, and they tumbled to the floor. Pluck was gone for about five mites 
before she returned. She was covered in dirt and so was Ray. The little Globe Spore sneezed and 
then it shook off dust and dirt from its fuzzy form and furry tentacles like it was a dog. "There is 
a way through—" Pluck told them, "—but the way is narrow. If you want to leave this place, follow 
me." She and Ray went back into the hole, and Kabal and GuideMa reluctantly followed her as 
their Globe Spores lit their way. They crawled for a few mites and then entered into the temple. 
They explored the structure, finding many of the passageways blocked, but then Kabal found a 
way into a great hall where a giant Lunar Flytrap stood, growing out of a large crack in the floor. 
A Lunar Flytrap was normally the size of a hand, but this one was three times the size of the 
Femor. It was a pale-blue like its smaller brethren who feasted only at night by sending out a 
sweet scent that attracted insects to their doom. Many roots shot out from the plant and nearly 
covered the entire great hall's floor. "Be careful," Pluck warned. "It is large enough to swallow 
one of us whole." The party stayed clear of the Lunar Flytrap and explored the rest of the great 
hall, but found nothing else. They started to leave when Kabal stepped on one of the Lunar 
Flytrap's roots and a voice rung out, frightening all three females. "Prophecy shall be uttered 
when..." Kabal quickly pulled back her foot from the root and the voice spoke no more as Pluck 
went to unsheathe a sword she no longer possessed. "What was that?" GuideMa 
questioned. Kabal replied, "I am not completely sure, but | believe the plant spoke. It was as if it 
was triggered when | stepped here," she stated as she motioned to the root. "I'll test your 
theory," Pluck said as she moved forward and stepped on one of the Lunar Flytrap's roots. It 
spoke with its large mouth-like head, "Prophecy shall be uttered when those seeking its 
guidance step forward and bear witness to one who can devour them." The party waited for the 
plant to continue, but it said no more. "What do you think that means?" GuideMa inquired. Kabal 
answered, "I think it wants us to move closer." "How close?" GuideMa asked. "Close enough that 
it can eat us," Pluck replied as she moved to the giant plant and stopped two arm-spans away. 
She turned back to them once the Flytrap didn't eat her and questioned them, "Are you 
coming?" "I don't want to be consumed," Kabal replied. "I will stay right here and witness your 
end." GuideMa asked, "What if the plant has a prophecy concerning the Serviatrix, shouldn't we 
hear it out for Gamemnon's sake?" "I don't want to be consumed," Kabal repeated, standing her 
ground against their coaxing. The Lunar Flytrap spoke again as if urging them forward, "Prophecy 
shall be uttered when those seeking its guidance step forward and bear witness to one who can 
devour them." "Come, Duchess," GuideMa beseeched her. "We must." Pluck spoke up as she 
held out her arm to the Duchess, "Come and | will hold your hand and keep you safe." "Don't 
mock me," Kabal snapped. "And what will holding my hand do? It can consume the two of us in 
one gulp." "I thought it would make you angry and you could find courage in your rage and come 
join us," Pluck replied. "I believe | am angry enough," Kabal said as she stomped forward and 
stood behind the Beast Woman, using her as a shield against the huge plant. The Lunar Flytrap 
moved what resembled its head as if looking to each one of them, and then it said, "Man shall 
reappear and then two Serviatrixes shall be revealed; one shall have her original tail and the 
other shall have a tail made anew. They shall both claim the title and both claim doubt, but only 
one can have the sword that blazes like a blue fire diamond. A test shall be given... Possess the 


sword, possess the fame. Wield the sword, wield the right to shame." "What does that mean?" 
GuideMa inquired and then she stated, "This prophecy makes no mention of what signs we must 
look for to know who the true one is. It only speaks of things that will be done." Kabal added, "It 
mentioned a sword." "Duke Gamemnon did take the filthy Woman's sword," GuideMa stated as 
she glanced at the Beast Woman. "Yes, and | want it back," Pluck spoke still burned over the 
Duke's theft. "He..." "Duke Gamemnon did take her sword, and we have all seen its power," 
GuideMa interrupted. "I don't think he could have possibly known of this prophecy. He must have 
a plan for the weapon. Perhaps he wants to give it to its rightful owner." "No, he's a thief and the 
Lux belongs to me. I'm its rightful owner," Pluck stated. "You don't possess it now," GuideMa 
said, and then she asked, "What proof do you have that it belongs to you?" "It was given to me 
as a gift, and | can wield the sword and its power," Pluck answered. Kabal spoke up, "You sound 
very boastful. | don't think I've ever heard you speak so." "I guess it did sound like | was bragging, 
but | am just so frustrated," Pluck stated. "Gamemnon did steal my sword, and | believe it would 
have come in handy while we've been down here." "Well | will let this incident slide just as long 
as | don't hear you boasting about yourself again," Kabal told her. "As long as you are around, | 
will keep my tongue from crowing," Pluck answered. GuideMa shook her head, disgusting with 
the banter the two were enjoying. The Lunar Flytrap seemed t be listening to them, for it waited 
till they finished before it proceeded, "A time shall come when the earth shall call for one of the 
ones who doubts and when a name that is for- gotten is uttered in concern, one of the 
Serviatrixes shall discover a strong ally who is true and loyal." The Duchess moved from the 
Woman shield and stood by her side, and then she glanced at Pluck, wondering if this section of 
the prophecy had anything to do with her stolen name Alba. If that was true, would it also mean 
that she would be an ally of Pluck's. Kabal couldn't see how that would be possible. A Woman 
and a Necrom could never be allies nor could they ever be friends. The Lunar Flytrap continued, 
"When a seed born out of death is planted by a triple moon upon a hill where blood was shed, 
hope shall rise and darkness shall fall." "Did you hear that?" GuideMa questioned. "Darkness will 
be defeated if we can plant this seed this plant creature mentioned." "I don't know if that is 
exactly what it means," Pluck said. "It also spoke of a triple moon. There are only two moons, so 
how could there be..." "Quiet, filthy Woman," GuideMa ordered. "I didn't request your opinion. 
Silence... so this plant creature can finish, then | will know what | must tell my Duke, and | can 
fulfill his other wish." "Many shall gather in the Valley of Blood, but numbers times six shall 
surround them," the Lunar Flytrap spoke. "The shroud of darkness shall allow enemies who cling 
to the shadows to join forces with those who despise the light. They shall march, and where they 
tread, death follows. Only an act that brings on shame shall save them." "This prophecy is all so 
laughable," Kabal stated still stuck on the part about a name forgotten and an ally true and loyal 
as she tried to get a read on the Beast Woman. Pluck seemed at awe and confused by what the 
plant spoke of and more concerned over GuideMa's comments than any hidden prophecy that 
might be aimed at the Duchess. The prophecy troubled Kabal, but then she considered she may 
be putting too much into what she heard. It had been a while since any of them ate, and the only 
water that they had was what soaked their clothes and hair the mites before the Mystic 
Rose dried it all up. The Lunar Flytrap continued, "The Daughter of a King shall seek out the 
darkness when something precious to her heart is stolen, and she shall find the darkness where 
the deformed Scarlet Wood reins. Another test shall be given, one that shall test the heart and 
soul and only the truth shall seize the sun's cycle." "There are two tests coming up for our dear 


Tabitha," GuideMa stated. "Gamemnon needs to know this and prepare her." "We don't know 
that for sure," Pluck spoke up. "The prophecy could..." GuideMa marched over to the Beast 
Woman, reached two of her hands down to the smaller creature that dwarfed her nine hands tall 
frame, and with the paired hands, she tapped two fingers on the Beast Woman's shoulder as she 
yelled, "You need to stop speaking! There is nothing | want to hear from you. You are to refrain 
from opening your lips. Is any of what | am saying reaching you? | don't want to hear from you 
that Tabitha is not the true Serviatrix. It sickens me to hear you spout that you are the..." "I didn't 
say that!" Pluck shouted back at her. "I never said | was the Serviatrix! | only meant... | was merely 
saying that we don't know that the tests are coming up. They could have already taken place or 
could be seasons away. | never said anything about Tabitha being a false one. Haven't you been 
listening to the Lunar Flytrap? We both have doubts," Pluck yelled and as she did, she realized 
how alone and trapped Tabitha must feel in her position because that is how Pluck felt in her 
existence of uncertainty and confusion. She lowered her voice and bowed her head as she 
repeated, "We both have doubts." Kabal watched on, hearing the genuine sadness in the Beast 
Woman's voice that was brought on by isolation. For an instance, she wanted to grab her hand 
and console the Alba she had come to care for, who for brief moments of her young life, Kabal 
stood side by side with her and experienced those occasions of joy and hardship. The instance 
passed and took with it any sympathy Kabal might have, and she shook her head, ridding herself 
of such ridiculous concerns and kept her comforting to herself. They still needed to find a 
way out, not worry about some ludicrous prophecies that may or may not come true. "You have 
doubts," GuideMa mocked her. "If this is true, why didn't you leave with the rest of Man? Why 
would you stay here where all hate you?" Pluck thought of the KellyZings and the Trife, and then 
she stated, "Not all hate me here, and if there's the slightest chance | am the Serviatrix, should | 
turn my back on that responsibility and leave?" "Yes!" GuideMa replied. "Even if it means the 
destruction of Wellspring?" "Yes!" GuideMa vehemently affirmed. Pluck observed the Femor's 
passionate hatred towards her, but she also noticed what seemed like deep concern for those on 
Wellspring, so she questioned her, "Is that what you would have done if you were in 
my place?" "Ofcourse that's what | would have done," GuideMa replied in confidence and then 
her surety weaned as she stated, "I would have abandoned Wellspring in their time of need." "I 
hear the words you are saying, but | don't believe you. You are not the type of person who 
would abandon those she cares for. | see the care you have for your Duke," Pluck told her, 
paused, and then she said, "I also couldn't leave. | need to know if I'm the one. I claim the right 
to nothing. | only want to know the truth." Taking a step back from her, GuideMa stated, "We 
will see what the truth is. Now silence your lips, so | may hear the rest of what the plant creature 
has to say." Pluck leaned over to Kabal and whispered, "Is this Femor always so overbearing?" "I 
could not say," Kabal answered her. "This trip is the first time | have met her, but she does 
seem very overbearing." "I don't need to hear anything from either of you," GuideMa snapped, 
and then she spoke to Kabal, "Don't take the side of this filthy Woman." Pluck moved closer to 
Kabal and then she said, "GuideMa even speaks to you in a tyrannical manner. Do you think she 
has forgotten that you're a Duchess?" "It does sound that way," Kabal replied. "What should we 
do about this apparent disregard of my status?" "I don't know," Pluck answered. "Don't forget 
that | am a stranger to your land and its customs." "I haven't forgotten what you are, one who is 
of Man," Kabal stated. "Nor | you, Duchess of Shangra," Pluck said. "Stop what you are doing!" 
GuideMa demanded. "I don't like how you two have become chummy." They both turned to the 


Femor, surprised by her outburst, not that she was yelling at them, but they were surprised by 
her outlandish claims. They both laughed at her, and that made GuideMa more infuriated with 
them. They laughed for some time before they were able to speak again. "Kabal would definitely 
argue that we are chummy," Pluck began. "She would say we aren't, we are only..." She looked 
to the Duchess and questioned her, "What word would you use?" "Unfriendly," Kabal 
answered. Pluck told the Femor, "We are only unfriendly, not chummy. Are we clear on that 
point? Good... now we need to address how you have taken us away from our topic. We were 
talking about you and your disregard for royalty," Pluck spoke as she motioned to the black furred 
Necrom with long platinum hair who had been bettered by dirt and cobwebs of the underground 
passages. "Kabal is a Duchess and should be treated with respect. Even |, a vile Woman, knows 
this fact and have great respect for her." "She isn't my Duchess," GuideMa snapped. "I am 
Gamemnon's, and | am only loyal to him." "I have seen Gamemnon around the Duchess," Pluck 
began. "Do you think he would approve of the way you are treating her?" "He would..." GuideMa 
began, and then she answered, "He would not." "If this is true, change how you speak to her, and 
| believe all will be forgiven," Pluck told the Femor and then looked to the Duchess and 
proclaimed, "Have | spoken true?" Kabal nodded. Pluck turned back to the Femor, and then she 
added, "See... | was right, and | would have to say that | do admire your tenacity and devotion to 
your Duke. Those qualities would make you a very good friend to someone." GuideMa's antennas 
bobbed with her outrage, and she shouted, "Filthy Woman! Do you mock me now?" "I do—" Pluck 
told her, "—but | also spoke true of you. Gamemnon doesn't care what happens to you, so he 
doesn't deserve such loyalty. Place your devotion in someone who deserves it like a friend." "How 
can you speak to me like this?" GuideMa demanded. Pluck thought about it, and then she replied, 
"Į can talk to you like this because there is no pretense between us, and | am free to speak my 
mind unhindered by niceties and etiquette. You hate me, and | despise the way you treat me. We 
pretend nothing and are very honest towards each other, so I can tell you that you deserve much 
better than your Duke who abandoned you." "Like your Prince who left you behind as he sailed 
away from Wellspring," Kabal interjected. "He didn't leave me. | left him," Pluck insisted. "I had 
this ridiculous notion | was supposed to help this land. Now | don't know. Maybe | am only the 
false one, but | also know that | will not discover the truth if we don't find a way out of these 
ruins." GuideMa turned around and walked over to the Lunar Flytrap and questioned it, "Do you 
have anything else to tell us?" It tilted its head as if it tried to understand her. "I think it is done, 
and I think we need to keep moving," Kabal stated. "Let us crawl back through the crack and take 
the last passage we were in and see if it will take us to the surface." "You will get no argument 
from me," Pluck said as she headed for the hole they had crawled through. Kabal followed after 
her while GuideMa watched them. The Duchess hurried to the crack, ducked, and crawled in. She 
squeezed through the rubble while her Globe Spore took the opportunity to rub up against her 
face and speak to her in happy chirps while Kabal was unable to bat it away. "A moment Pluck," 
Kabal called and the Beast Woman paused as she emerged on the other side in the passage. Kabal 
crawled out as she shouted at the Globe Spore, "Stop that, you infernal ball of fur! It tickles, and 
| don't need you touching me!" The Globe Spore moved away from her face as it let out a rejected 
chirp. Pluck questioned, "What is it?" "Do you always speak and act the way you just did?" Kabal 
inquired of her. "What do you mean?" Pluck asked as she petted her own Globe Spore, feeling 
sorry for the one giving light to Kabal. "Before at Caldron when we sat in the garden, you were 
so shy, and here you are..." Kabal started and then she stated, "| am not sure how to explain 


it." Pluck glanced at the crack to see if the Femor was there, but she wasn't. Pluck admitted, "| 
am also not sure how to explain it, but | guess | am a bit giddy within the position | now occupy." "I 
am not sure | understand," Kabal said as she took a step away from her own Globe Spore who 
infringed on her personal space again. "How do | explain?" Pluck spoke as she put a hand to her 
chin in thought. An idea sprung up, and she disclosed, "| haven't been around females of my own 
age who were not a Princess or a lady in waiting whom | had to hold at a level above myself. | 
have been around Fairah, but she is like a mother to me." "I still don't think | understand," Kabal 
stated. Pluck smiled and blushed a bit as she coyly spoke, "You might find this odd, but | have 
found when | am around the two of you, | can be more free with what I do and say. You are a 
Duchess, true, but you are not my Duchess, and | don't feel so constrained by protocol. It could 
be because you hate me, so | don't feel that | have to keep a tight lip and stand at attention all 
the time. | am definitely more relaxed around you two, and it is a sense of freedom I've never 
experienced before. Like | told GuideMa, | am free to speak my mind, unhindered by niceties and 
protocol. | can express my true self around both of you as the two of you seem to be doing around 
me." Her expression saddened as she added, "I could do without the hatred and the name calling, 
but my situation is what it is." "Oh..." Kabal uttered, unsure what to say to such an honest 
reply. Pluck turned, and just before she did, Kabal saw that same shy grin return to her face that 
she had when she began her explanation. The Duchess was dumbstruck and said no more to 
Pluck, and the Beast Woman continued in a direction they had yet to explore. Her Globe Spore 
went along with her chirping as if it could sense the unusual happiness that Pluck experienced. 
Kabal stood there and watched the sphere of light surrounding the Beast Woman move off as 
Pluck seemed to have cheer in her step. "Poor Woman," Kabal muttered once the other sphere 
of light was some distance from her. "What she just said... It sounded like... She spoke as if we 
are... Surely she has had friends before. | have seen her around the KellyZings, so she must..." 
Kabal thought about the brief moments she witnessed of Alba's life and how distant the people 
around her were to her except for Fairah and Han, but they were more like parents to her. "She 
can't honestly think of us as... No. She is a sly one. | nearly fell for her trap. Pluck is a Woman and 
a thing to be wary of." Kabal started after Pluck but paused when she remembered the Femor 
had yet to emerge from the crack, so she turned and waited on her. Earlier and back in the great 
hall, GuideMa waited till the other two left, then she moved back to the Lunar Flytrap, thinking 
there had to be more that needed to be done. GuideMa started to give-up her search when the 
plant creature groaned and shivered. It turned brown then gray-black and died right in front of 
her. What looked like its head broke off from its giant body and fell to the floor. The head 
tremored violently, and the gray-black layer shriveled up around the head, exposing a pale-blue 
layer beneath. The head rolled away from its dead gray-black husk, then it wrapped itself in on 
itself like cloth, and shrunk till it was the size of a hand. She walked over to it. "A seed," GuideMa 
uttered. "A seed born out of death." She reached down and picked up the pale-blue seed and 
tucked it away in her satchel strapped over her shoulder. GuideMa turned and quickly rushed 
after the other two, hoping that they didn't notice she had stayed behind. She emerged to the 
passageway, and her Globe Spore shook off dust and dirt as the others before it had. GuideMa 
found only the Duchess waiting on her, and Kabal said nothing of her tardiness. "Pluck has already 
gone off in this direction," Kabal told her and then turned and led them after the Beast 
Woman. Kabal and GuideMa walked in a line as their Globe Spores gave light to the dark passage. 
They walked and soon caught up to Pluck, and the party went on for about a nal in silence, and 


then they came to a dead end that opened up to a circular area. Pluck walked over and examined 
the wall. "There is no way through here. This is actually the wall of the passage and not a 
collapsed area," she told them as she examined the end. "There are rocks here, and water is 
trickling in from above..." Pluck began as she moved over to the mini-waterfall, cupped her 
hands, then smelled, and drank the liquid. "It seems to be good water. Let us refresh ourselves 
and take a break before we return to the courtyard and look for another way out." GuideMa and 
Kabal made no complaints as the only thing on their minds was taking their fill of the refreshing 
looking liquid. Pluck stepped to the side so that they could drink, and then she took her fill 
once they finished. They each took a rock and sat, letting their weary bodies rest. Pluck let them 
sit there half a nal, then she stood, and brushed dirt from her backside. "We should get going,” 
she told them. "Now who is the taskmaster," GuideMa spoke up. "Let us rest some more." "I 
would for | am as tired as you are, but our Globe Spores will only last twenty nals, and we have 
already used up at least four. We are all tired, but we should move and find a way out. We can 
rest all we want once we have safely reached the surface." "I don't believe there is a way out," 
GuideMa said as their grim situation started to weigh on her. "And! am certainly tired of 
following a filthy Woman." "Would you like to lead?" Pluck questioned her. "I would gladly give 
up this responsibility and follow you." "No. | believe that would be worse. Let the Duchess 
lead." Kabal exclaimed, "I will have none of that. Pluck will continue to lead us, and | don't want 
to hear any more on the subject. Am | understood?" "Yes," GuideMa replied after she was 
chastised. Kabal raised herself from the rock and groaned as she did, and then she said, "I feel 
worse than when | first sat. It is cold and dank down here, | am hungry, and | want to be sleeping 
in my own bed or at least a bed that is warm and dry. Please find us a way out. | don't want to 
die down here, vile Woman," she added to affirm to the Femor and herself she had no like for 
Pluck. "Come then, those who revile me, let us see if we can find a passage that will lead us to 
the surface." Pluck headed out alone as Kabal and GuideMa continued to groan over their aches 
and pains. "She seems very unaffected by our ridicule as if she has accepted her despised place 
in this world," GuideMa stated as she stretched her walking stick body, and her green-brown 
exoskeleton made cracking and popping noises with her movements. "You can't tell then?" Kabal 
spoke as she looked to the Beast Woman who was paces ahead of them. "Tell what?" GuideMa 
asked. "She is affected by our animosity and hatred, and | believe she is making light of it to cope 
with something she can't change." "Can't change?" "Yes, our minds and hearts," Kabal replied. 
"Pluck knows she can't change them. Our hatred for her is too strong." "You seem to know a lot 
about what she's thinking," GuideMa said, and then she questioned, "Are you still going to follow 
this false one?" "I will until we reach the camp or we are rescued," Kabal answered and then she 
asked, "What about you?" "I will stay by your side till | have safely returned you to my Duke." "If 
we are to go, we better go now," Kabal said as she started after Pluck. GuideMa stood there and 
watched the Duchess as she left their resting spot. She began to doubt the words coming from 
Kabal. She saw no hatred from her towards the Beast Woman; it was in the words she spoke, but 
not in the emotion behind them. She began to believe it was all a front to deceive, but who 
was Kabal trying to fool, GuideMa or herself? Kabal quickened her steps till she caught up to 
Pluck, and GuideMa easily caught up to them in her own stride. They returned to the courtyard 
where the temple entrance stood along with the broken statues and benches, and they looked 
for another way out. There was no other passage, but the one they had just come out of and the 
one that came up from the underground lake. After some time of searching, Pluck separated 


herself from the others, mortified that she couldn't find them a way out. It would be some time 
before the Mystic Rose could help them, so she whispered a prayer to the Creator, "Please help 
us. | don't know what to do next. Help me save these females." Movement within the temple 
drew her attention, and she moved over to it as GuideMa and Kabal joined her. The noise grew 
louder and louder as something approached through the decimated structure. Whatever it was, 
it sounded large and very upset. "What do you think it is?" Kabal questioned. "I don't know," 
Pluck replied and then she searched the surrounding area as she commanded them, "Quickly find 
something to arm yourselves with." Pluck picked up a rusted spear that had been apart of a statue 
as she said, "Something frightening may be coming out to greet us." GuideMa picked up a broken 
arm of one of the Necrom statue's as Kabal grabbed a stick the size of her arm. "What are you 
going to do with that?" Pluck asked the Duchess as they waited on their new guest. "Are you 
going to scratch its back or offer to play catch with it?" "No, | am going to whack you on the head 
to make you angry, and then you can find courage in your rage and fight enough for the two of 
us," Kabal replied. "We will see what comes through that temple," Pluck said. "And then we will 
see if | need any courage." The ground trembled, and the debris blocking the entrance to the 
temple exploded at them as a River Centipede came crawling out after them with its mouth- 
pinchers at the ready. It was named for its size and not that it lived near rivers. This particular 
one was just a baby and about eight horses long. Kabal screamed as GuideMa and Pluck shouted 
a war cry that was more of a yell spawned by fear than one that rallied their nerve. 


Chapter Four 


The Isle of Kismet 


Sun's cycles earlier... 


A salty breeze swept over the three stolen Commery vessels as the sun rose high in the cloudy 
sky. Gray Gulls soared above the war ships as Spotted Dolphins raced the bows, and Wellspring 
had well faded in the distance. The somber crew worked quietly, not forgetting the many they 
lost during the battle with Commery. The Fletching and Morgog Kingdoms finally united and set 
to claim the Amalgamation and the Emperor and Empress’ crowns. Captain Brine rubbed his 
scruffy face, then looked to the crow's nest, and shouted to a sailor, "Anything?" "No," the sailor 
yelled down. "No sign of the spouts." Brine turned to his Prince and said, "No waterspouts and 
no Mist... What does it mean?" Edward replied, "I do not know. Perhaps the magic only works 
against ships that come to Wellspring and not those leaving." "Or..." Grand Commander Ardor 
interjected as he looked across the endless sea. "The magic has been dissolved. Perhaps the 
Creator heard your prayer, my lord." Edward stared at the ocean. If the Creator had heard his 
prayer, Pluck would be by his side. He raked his lengthening raven-black hair from his blue eyes, 
and then he said, "Perhaps the Grand Commander is correct. Perhaps the magic guarding this 
land is gone. We should be thankful." He started down the steps to the main deck and past the 
tall Grand Commander as Melee his bodyguard followed, and then Edward spoke, "I shall be in 


my quarters." Vim, who was once second to the Morgog Commander Avarice, moved to the 
Grand Commander's side. He wore the black leather armor of his homeland and his long black 
hair laid in a braid down his back as did all Morgog soldiers. Vim said, "Ardor, | do not know our 
Prince as well as you, but he does seem down." "Yes, he does," Ardor answered. He wondered if 
it was because they left Pluck behind. Ardor turned to Brine and told him, "Captain, let me know 
when we are a nal from reaching the port of Kismet." "Aye, Grand Commander," Brine 
replied. Ardor started to go below when his Second approached him. The Head Archer lifted his 
hand, stopping him and then he said, "A moment of your time." Ardor turned to the red headed 
man and replied, "Speak." "There's something I've been meaning to tell you," Fracas started, and 
then he paused as Vim walked past them down into the lower decks. "I know it's traditional only 
to have one Second, but | think you should appoint Vim as another one of your lieutenants, a 
Third you might say. The Morgogs respect him and so do I." He stroked his pointed red beard as 
he added, "I think it would only strengthen our alliance." Ardor told him, "I shall consider it. For 
now, tell the men to relax. Once we reach the Isle of Kismet there shall be no rest." 


A sun's cycle later... 


Wooden planks creaked as the Prince's war ship rocked with the ocean. Edward sat, playing 
cards against Melee in his cabin as Lady Flaxen braided Princess Virago's long ebony hair. A knock 
at the door disrupted the quiet. "My lord." "Yes," Edward replied. Ardor opened the door and 
candlelight from the cabin cast a shadow beside the small scar under his right eye. Ardor spoke, 
"We are nearing the Isle of Kismet. We shall be there within the nal." "Alert the men," Edward 
commanded. "If Swelldom and Hort have not claimed the crowns, we may have a fight on our 
hands." Ardor bowed his head as he said, "Your High Guards and Sentinels shall be ready. Hort 
and Swelldom's soldiers are a formidable force." He started to leave, then remembered 
something, and spoke, "You should know, my lord. | have appointed Vim to be my Third. | have 
already informed the men." Edward questioned, "Breaking with tradition?" "Yes," Ardor replied 
and then he stated, "Fracas suggested it. | believe it shall strengthen the alliance between 
Morgog and Fletching, and Vim is a good man, one | trust." "Sometimes tradition begs to be 
broken," Edward told him. "You have chosen well." "One other thing, my lord. Since the 
traitorous Commander Avarice is no longer among us, | see no need for me to carry the title 
Grand Commander. Commander Ardor should suffice." "Commander Ardor it is," Edward said as 
he stood. "We shall be on the bridge shortly." Ardor nodded, then he left, and a few mites later, 
the Prince stood on the bridge with Virago, Ardor, Melee, Vim, Fracas, and the captain. "We 
should be ready for an attack from the bay," Vim stated and then he scanned the rugged 
coastline as the ships neared the port. Morgogs by creed were naturally suspicious. "Aye," Brine 
agreed. "But with the time that has passed, | would imagine Swelldom and Hort have already 
landed on Kismet and have journeyed to the cathedral. | fear the Emperor's crown has been lost 
to you, and that what we have been through was for naught." Their ships sailed into the cove of 
the Isle of Kismet. Three other ships one of Hort's and two of Swelldom's were anchored in the 
bay. Brine glanced up at the clear blue, noting no birds filled the sky, and then he used his spyglass 
and looked to the shore. He saw that none of the fishermen were out in their boats or mending 
their nets. No one was about the beach on sucha sunny day. The captain frowned at the ominous 
signs. "I do not see a soul on shore or on the ships," Brine said as he lowered the spyglass, and 
then squinted in the sunlight, staring at their competitor's decks as they past Hort's ship. He 


questioned, "Where are the sailors?" "Perhaps they went ashore with the main group," Melee 
suggested. "No, they would not do that," Brine spoke as he shaded his eyes with his hand for a 
better look and noticed some of the rigging hadn't been secured. "Someone has to stay on the 
ships. Something isn't right." "Do you suspect a trap?" Fracas questioned as he adjusted the 
quiver on his back. "Perhaps," Ardor answered, and then he added, "They may have taken 
measures to slow down anyone who enters the bay. We should be on our guard." "That isn't 
what | meant," Brine said as he scanned the shore again. "If they were going to spring a trap, they 
would have done so by now." He placed his hand on his belt dagger as he continued with his 
questions, "What of the villagers? They have nothing to do with the Amalgamation but observe 
it as witnesses." He motioned to the coast and asked, "Where are they? Where are the witnesses 
to the Amalgamation? | don't even see a stray dog." Virago spoke up, "The captain has a point. | 
heard the people of Kismet watch the race for the Amalgamation from a safe distance, but | see 
no one. Nor do I hear the bells." "The bells?" Melee asked. "The cathedral rings its bells when any 
ship approaches, signifying that an Emperor and Empress have been crowned, so the race must 
still be on," she explained, and then Virago added, "We should hurry. They could be at the 
cathedral performing the ceremony as we speak." One of their vessels patrolled the large bay, 
and one patrolled the waters just off the isle as Edward's ship anchored. "The other ships report 
no sign of Hort or Swelldom, and there are still no signs of the inhabitants of Kismet either," Brine 
spoke worriedly, and then he turned to his first mate and ordered him, "Have every sailor arm 
themselves." "Aye, captain," the first mate stated and then he headed below to relay the 
orders. "I can see the other kingdoms hiding from us, but not the people," Ardor stated as a salty 
breeze blew against his High Guard uniform. The standard garb consisted of a white long sleeve 
shirt, a red cape which draped his right shoulder, and a charging Black Elk pinned over the heart. 
Dry blood splattered his uniform from the earlier battle with Commery. None of the men had 
extra uniforms to change into. Edward inquired, "Have all the preparations been made?" "Aye," 
Brine replied, and then he stated as he named off the Commery ships they acquired as spoils 
of their grim victory, "The Seahorn shall stay anchored here to await your return, Oceanmight 
shall patrol the waters off the Isle, and Blue Squaw shall patrol the bay. Any sign of trouble and 
the sailors shall signal the others, and we shall ring the ship's bell continuously." Ardor addressed 
the Prince, "I have assigned five soldiers to stay with each ship. The rest of the High Guards and 
Sentinels shall accompany you and your wife." "Let us get on our way then," Edward commanded 
as he held out his hand for the Princess. "Come, we have an empire to claim." Over two dozen 
long boats set for shore, leaving their horses on the ships. Waves lapped at the bows and broke 
the unsettling silence. The Second looked up and searched the cloudless sky with his keen 
eyes. "What could have driven off Gray Gulls?" Fracas questioned aloud. Once they landed, the 
group walked toward the center of the isle, taking a sandy road. The road to the cathedral went 
through the heart of the village. The empty streets and abandoned stores made for an 
eerie backdrop as a howling wind kicked up dust and sand. Parry, the tall muscular High Guard, 
looked into vacant stores as he questioned, "Where are the women?" He stroked his blonde 
goatee and stated, "There should be dozens of pretty maidens here." "Women?" Sinew the High 
Guard tracker exclaimed. "Where is everyone?" The shorter man rubbed his shaven head then 
twisted his long black mustache as he spoke, "I say we turn around." "Hold your tongue and your 
courage," Fracas ordered. "Your steel may be needed." He switched the long bow he held to his 
left hand before he added, "There is fear enough without your whining." The sandy road ended 


and was replaced by a cobble stone path winding past a black iron fence. A metal gate laid twisted 
on its side, wrenched from its hinges. The path led in past the gate to the front of the cathedral. 
Three Morgogs and one Fletching soldier took hold of two large rings and opened the 
monstrous oak doors. The doors creaked as they opened and within was a dark hall. A dreadful 
stench swept over them like hundreds of horrible spirits escaping the stone building. Everyone 
winced and covered their noses for the odor. "The smell of death," Ardor warned as he 
unsheathed his rapier and then he ordered, "Draw your swords, ready your spears, and knock 
your arrows. Where there is death, there could be danger." Several barrels creating a wall 
blocked the entrance, so Ardor ordered them moved. They were full of brandy, Swelldom's 
choice of celebratory drinks, but Ardor couldn't understand why they would be inside 
the cathedral. The commander led down the dark entry followed by Fracas and Vim. Edward and 
Virago entered next surrounded by wary Sentinels and High Guards. Ardor opened a second set 
of smaller doors leading into the main sanctuary. Hundreds of candles lit up the area, revealing 
dozens of Hort and Swelldom corpses littered the floor. Their blood stained the hard wood floor 
and flies buzzed about them, and up on a raised area, laid the bodies of the Prince of Hort and 
the Princess of Swelldom alongside the remains of the Priests of Kismet. "I can see a rival kingdom 
killing the Prince and Princess," Melee said. "Yes, but who would dare murder the priest?" Parry 
questioned as he shook his head, disgusted by what he beheld, and then he shouted, 
"Sacrilege!" A gold candle stick fell to the floor, clanging as it hit. Everyone turned at the 
noise. Ardor moved to the cloth covered table where it fell from, and then he commanded, 
"Come out!" He readied his drawn sword as he commanded again, "Come out peacefully and you 
shall not be harmed." Two holy men crawled from underneath the table. They both wore brown 
robes and sandals. The youngest looked around the room at the bodies as if he would be sick, 
and then he said, "Please, we must hide before they come back." "Before who comes back?" 
Edward questioned them as he moved to the side of the reddish-blonde younger man wearing a 
blue sash across his left shoulder. "I can only describe them as demons," the younger man 
replied. "Who are you?" Ardor demanded. "I am Priest Fallac," he answered, then motioned to 
his gruff, muscular built companion, and added, "This is Monk Sophis." "Tell us what happened 
here," Ardor said as he sheathed his rapier, feeling a little disrespectful in the House of the 
Creator. Fallac's blue-gray eyes widened, recalling that fateful sun's cycle as he spoke, "They 
came with a foul wind. Dark gray ships with blood-red masts flying no flags and at first we..." He 
paused as he glanced at the monk, and then he continued, "At first Hort and Swelldom thought 
they were a rival kingdom till these things disembarked and slaughtered the inhabitants of the 
island. For a nal, we heard women and children screaming as they begged for their lives and then 
there was silence." Fallac sat on the steps and clasped his hands together to control their shaking 
as he continued, "Hort and Swelldom divided their army and sent most of them to fight the 
invaders while their Prince and Princess came here. We started the Amalgamation Ceremony 
when a knock came to the outer doors. A Swelldom soldier opened a peeping door and peered 
out and saw the Hort Commander. He told the soldier all the invaders had been destroyed and 
to let him in. The soldier scanned the courtyard and saw no one but the commander, so the Hort 
Prince ordered that his commander be let in, and then..." Fallac shook his head unable to go 
on. "It was a ruse," Monk Sophis continued. "As soon as the doors were opened, steel grinding 
screeches filled the courtyard. A look of panic and pain covered the Hort Commander's face 
before blood sprayed from his chest, and then he collapsed to his knees, screaming in agony. 


Something rushed into the cathedral. We could see nothing, but we saw blood splatter and cuts 
appear on flesh as men cried out in pain before they fell dead to the floor. | grabbed Priest Fallac 
and hid under the table when the fighting began. Thank the Creator they didn't find us." Fallac 
regained his composure and spoke, "The screams and moans died down, and then we 
heard things moving around the room. They spoke of achieving their half of the bargain and then 
whatever they were, they left." Fallac shivered as he said, "We waited till evening and then 
crawled out from the table to find everyone dead. Some of them had been eaten." Sophis patted 
the priest's back as he said, "I shut both sets of doors, hoping none of the things were still with 
us. The night was long but finally, morning came. We were about to leave when we spotted 
you moving through the town, and so we hid." Ardor went and snatched up the crowns from the 
corpses clinging to them. He ordered, "Quickly priest, perform the ceremony and crown Edward 
and Virago, Emperor and Empress so we may be on our way before the demons return." Daunted 
by what he had witnessed, Fallac shook his head and told them, "I am but a lowly priest. It is not 
my place to crown our future Emperor and Empress." "You must," Virago insisted. "We have 
come all this way... We have been through so much..." She pleaded through sobs, "You must 
crown us and crown us now." Fallac started to answer again when a howl that chilled the souls 
of those gathered in the cathedral sounded from the late afternoon, and then as if the howl 
brought with it the night, dark clouds rumbled in and turned light into darkness. The darkness 
penetrated the cathedral through its stain-glass windows and brought with it a sense of 
foreboding. "They are here!" Fallac screamed as he covered his head and sat in a fetal position. 
"They have come back to kill us!" The monk went over to him and tried to comfort him with 
words as Fracas and Vim hurried to the front doors, opened them, and peered outside. "I do not 
see anything," Fracas relayed back. "You shall not!" the priest screamed. "We never saw them; 
we only saw what they did. They are evil spirits come to claim our souls." Vim questioned the 
commander, "What should we do?" "Bar the front doors with what you can," Ardor commanded 
as he handed the crowns over to Lady Flaxen. Vim motioned to a few Morgog Sentinels to assist 
him with placing a beam as Ardor continued with his commands, "Parry, Sinew, check the rest of 
the cathedral and bar up any entrances. Fracas go to the bell tower and shoot two of your flaming 
arrows to let the ships know with our prearranged signals that they are to haul up anchor and 
head out to deeper waters. We do not need our only way off this isle to be captured 
or destroyed." The Second rushed to the bell tower as Parry, Sinew, and a handful of High Guards 
ran to the back of the cathedral. Edward had the Princess and Flaxen move with him, along with 
the priest, the monk, Melee, and the soldiers guarding him to the raised platform where the 
priests normally conducted their ceremonies. The monk set Fallac down, and he rocked back and 
forth as he muttered, "They shall kill us... They shall kill us all..." Ardor moved over to the monk 
and questioned him, "Can you silence him? He is not helping the situation." "I shall try," Sophis 
replied, then he grabbed the priest by his shoulders, and he tried to shake him from his 
fright. Sinew returned and reported, "There are two entrances in the back, and we are in the 
process of barring them." "Have six men guard each entrance," Ardor ordered. "Vim, you shall 
take one and Fracas..." "I am here," the Second spoke up. "Did the ships spot your signal?" Ardor 
inquired. "They did," Fracas replied. "Captain Brine signaled back with a mirror. The Seahorn, the 
Oceanmight, and the Blue Squaw shall sail out to deeper waters and await our signal to 
return." Ardor told him, "I am sending you and Vim to the back. Each of you shall have six men 
with you to guard one of the entrances that are located there. Let none in." "To our deaths," 


Fracas pledged as he placed a hand to his High Guard Pin. Vim liked the sound of that and 
repeated it as he gripped the scabbard of his sword, "To our deaths." The two men rushed to the 
back, and soon Parry and Sinew returned with an older man in tow. "Who is this?" Edward 
questioned as he, the Princess, her lady, and their escort moved to where they brought in the 
man. The older man yanked his arm away from Parry, then straightened his priestly garb, and 
replied, "I am Sagax. | was once the High Priest of Kismet." "Once?" Edward repeated as Ardor 
moved over to them. "You could say that | was forced into retirement when the Amalgamation 
started." "We found him locked in his room," Sinew reported. Parry added, "He does not know 
what happened here." Sagax looked past the group he spoke to and saw the dead lining the floor. 
The sight horrified him, but it was to be expected that rival kingdoms would try to slaughter one 
another. His old eyes fell among the priests and monks who laid among the dead, and he 
collapsed to his knees. "What have you done?" Sagax yelled. "Curse those who murdered my 
brethren!" "We did not kill the priest, nor did we kill the people of Hort and Swelldom," Ardor 
informed him. Sagax shouted, "Liars! | see what you have done with my own eyes." "Ask your 
priest and monk," Ardor told him as he motioned to the platform. "They survived the massacre, 
and they can tell you who is responsible." Sagax wearily rose back to his feet with the help of 
Sinew, and then he walked up to the platform and stood before the monk and the cowering 
priest. He peered at them and raised a white eyebrow as he questioned, "And you are?" "I am 
Monk Sophis and this is Priest Fallac, and as the Fletching and Morgogs have told you, they 
are not responsible for the slaughter you see. An evil befell us, and we two are the only ones to 
survive." The monk looked in fear to the once high priest as he said, "Only you can save us. If not 
both our lives, at least Fallac. He must survive." The high priest looked to Fallac who was still a 
blubbery mess, and then Sagax nodded as he spoke, "I shall do what | can." He turned to the 
commander as the group joined them on the platform, and he then questioned him, "Is the evil 
still about?" Something massive struck the front double doors, and they cracked under their 
might, splintering the new beam Vim and his men had placed there. Virago put a hand to her 
mouth to stifle a scream as Flaxen grabbed her arm to comfort the Princess’ fears along with her 
own. High Guards and Morgog Sentinels rushed to the front doors and stacked the barrels back 
in front of them. "You men guarding Edward and Virago, stay here," Ardor commanded. "The rest 
of you not at the doors rally to me. We shall kill anything that comes in." "What if you cannot see 
them?" Edward questioned him as the massive force struck the front doors again and nearly 
broke the beam in two. Ardor knew the next hit would most likely break down their doors, and 
he also knew that they didn't have a chance against a foe they couldn't see. He searched the 
cathedral for something that would aid them in their fight as howls sounded again, proclaiming 
the bloody fight ahead. 


Chapter Five 
Things Like Rivers 


The temple structure shook as the River Centipede's large body crawled out of it, busting its 
way through the collapsed entrance. Kabal let out her blood-curdling scream as Pluck and 
GuideMa attempted to shout out a battle cry. It stormed them like a line of war horses, and Pluck 
thought for sure it would attack them, but the River Centipede chased after a different 
quarry. "Quick! We should flee while it is distracted," GuideMa uttered as she ran for the passage 
that led back to the underground lake. Kabal wasn't that far behind and Pluck her. The River 
Centipede ran all over the courtyard, chasing some tiny quarry, knocking down things that had 
survived the earthquake which had many seasons ago dragged the ruins underground. Pluck 
glanced back once more before she left the courtyard and saw what the giant bug pursued. She 
slid to a stop and charged back into the room, going after the River Centipede. Pluck ran up 
behind it and stabbed it with her rusted spear, and the giant bug screamed out in pain and trained 
its raging hunger on her. She ran for a section of pillars that were still upright as Kabal came back 
and stopped at the end of the passage just before the courtyard. "What are you doing?" she 
called after the Beast Woman. "I have to save it," Pluck yelled back as the River Centipede gained 
on her. "Save what?" Kabal asked. "The only one | see in danger is you." "I'll tell you later if | 
survive," Pluck yelled to her as she turned and faced the bug, and then she mostly spoke to 
herself as she raised the spear and aimed it, "I need to focus." The River Centipede barreled 
towards her, weaving in and out of the pillars like a giant snake. Pluck flung the spear, and it 
hurled toward the giant bug, striking it in the center of its head. The River Centipede reared up 
when struck, but the spear bounced off its hard shell and clanged to the floor below. Pluck 
stood there stunned by the weapons ineffectiveness as she realized she may end up bug food. 
The River Centipede shook its head and then focused its raging hunger on her again and charged. 
It neared Pluck when it suddenly stopped and looked as if it had stubbed a toe. The River 
Centipede turned its head and looked back. Kabal stood at its back end where she had stabbed 
her tiny stick up through the bug's softer under shell and broke through. It opened its mouth and 
let out a monstrous screech, and both Kabal and Pluck covered their ears for the furious 
loudness. "Run back to the passage," Pluck screamed out of fear for the Duchess. "Hurry, Kabal! 
Run!" The Duchess stood there frozen in place as the River Centipede lunged for her. She covered 
her face with her arms and screamed. Her Globe Spore rushed forward and sent out a blinding 
light that caused the bug to rear up and strike the ceiling. The ceiling crumbled on impact and 
pieces of it came tumbling down, crushing the River Centipede where it stood. The giant bug let 
out a roar as if it would charge out from underneath the rubble, but then it went still and moved 
no more. Pluck rushed over to the Duchess and asked as she looked her over for injuries, "Are 
you all right? Why didn't you stay where you were?" She started to yell, "You shouldn't 
have..." "Don't yell at me," Kabal commanded her as she uncovered her head and peered around, 
seeing the devastation left by the River Centipede. Her face paled beneath her black fur, making 
it appear gray, then she turned to the Beast Woman, and smacked her on the head with her tiny 
stick as she yelled, "And no, | am not all right!" Green blood splattered Pluck's mane as Kabal 
continued to yell at her, "What got into your inane head of yours to come charging out here after 


that bug? It was so foolish of you. We were all safely away from the creature. You should have 
come with us." Kabal couldn't help herself and shouted out of anger, "Fool!" Pluck stood there, 
taking in the Duchess' fury and outrage, not sure what to do as GuideMa returned to the 
courtyard. Kabal started to cry, and Pluck put her hands out to her to console her, but then she 
pulled them back, not sure if she would accept her consoling. Tears streamed down Kabal's face, 
and Pluck stood there powerless in her own inability to comfort her. It made her sick to see how 
distressed she made the Duchess. "I am sorry," Pluck finally said. "I didn't mean to upset you. | 
only had to save it." "What was so important that you would risk your foolish life to save?" Kabal 
questioned through sobs. "You have a responsibility to us. You are supposed to save us, and how 
can you do that when you are dead?" "I am sorry," she repeated. "I am sorry. Please don't cry for 
this detestable Woman anymore. If you do, | will end up hugging you, and we both don't want 
that." "No," Kabal laughed out. "We both don't want that. Now..." she said as she dried her eyes 
with her own fingers. "What was so important you had to rescue from some giant leg 
monster?" "It is over here," Pluck said as she moved to a pile of rubble some distance away from 
the River Centipede. She peered into a hole formed in the rocks, and Pluck spoke softly as she 
said, "It's fine... You're safe... You can come out." A Calico Winsome Kit peeked its head out and 
looked all around, and when it spotted the dead River Centipede, it meowed its thanks. "How 
cute," Kabal uttered. "It is so very cute. Is it what | think it is?" "Yes, it is a sign the sun's cycle will 
bring us fortune," Pluck told her. "It is a sign that we shouldn't give up finding a way out just 
yet." GuideMa moved over to them and inquired, "Why is that?" "If this Winsome Kit was able to 
find a way down here—" Pluck began, "—we should be able to find a way out." She waited patiently 
for the Winsome Kit to come out which it didn't do at first. It kept glancing back into the hole and 
then another head popped out and meowed its thanks. There were two Calico Winsome Kits, a 
boy and a girl, and they looked identical except for one had all black ears and the other one had 
all white. Pluck was able to coax them out, and they both flew over to her outstretched 
hand. "They are so cute," Kabal repeated. "But how are they going to lead us out?" "I'm not sure," 
Pluck told her as she stroked the Winsome Kits' heads with her thumbs. Ray floated down to the 
kits and the male kit with black ears batted its tiny paw at it in play. "Too adorable... | want one," 
Kabal uttered as she held out her hand, and the female kit with white ears crawled into 
it. GuideMa questioned, "What good are they if they just sit there and look all precious?" "She 
has a point," Pluck told the Winsome Kits. "We need your assistance. Can you help us? We 
need to go up to the surface?" "How do you know they even understand you?" GuideMa 
questioned the Beast Woman. "I guess | only pray that they do," Pluck replied, and then she 
pleaded with the kits again, "Can you lead us to the surface?" The female kit sitting on Kabal's 
palm lifted and flew into the temple where the River Centipede had burst through. "Ah..." Kabal 
complained. "| wanted to pet her some more." "You can pet her when we reach the surface," 
Pluck said as she followed after the female kit while still holding the male. "Easy enough for you 
to say," Kabal muttered. "You still have your cute fluffy creature." Pluck quickly went and picked 
up the rusted spear, and then ran into the temple followed by Kabal, GuideMa, and their Globe 
Spores. The first kit flew through the path the River Centipede created in its rampage to eat her 
and her brother. Pluck and the others followed her till they emerged on the surface. It was night 
and the clouds covered the moons. Kabal searched the area for the female kit, but she was 
nowhere in sight, so she pouted, "Where are we?" "I don't know," Pluck answered her, expecting 
her little male kit to fly after the other. "We will need to wait till the clouds clear up or the sun 


rises before I'll be able to determine where we are." GuideMa questioned as her Globe Spore lit 
up the tall Crimson Grass around them, "What do we do in the meantime?" "Sleep," Pluck replied 
as if it should be obvious. "We are all exhausted. I'll take the first watch, and you two can sleep, 
then Kabal will take second, and GuideMa the last." "Do you honestly expect me to close my eyes 
around you?" the Femor questioned her. "You will murder us in our sleep." Pluck leaned the 
rusted spear against a nearby tree, stepped away from it, and said, "Take the weapon if you don't 
trust me. | can stand watch without it, just be ready to use it if | should call upon you in the middle 
of the night." GuideMa marched over to the spear and snatched it from the tree as if the tree 
had stolen the weapon from her. She said, "Do you believe this will make us sleep any easier? 
Tell her Duchess, tell her..." The Femor turned to Kabal as she moved about the tall Crimson Grass 
with the aid of her Globe Spore. The glowing creature chirped away what sounded like a working 
song as Kabal removed branches and rocks from a patch of grass she trampled down. "What are 
you doing?" GuideMa inquired of her. "I am preparing a place for me to sleep," Kabal told her 
through a yawn. GuideMa motioned to the Beast Woman as she questioned, "How can you sleep 
when this thing is still alive?" "It is easy," Kabal replied as she sat on the pushed down grass that 
was in a somewhat circle. "I am going to lie my body here and shut my eyes. You should do the 
same. We will have a great walk ahead of us tomorrow." "How can you sleep?" GuideMa 
inquired. "Fatigue will aid in it, and | believe if Pluck was to kill us, she would have done so 
underground. Unlike us, she didn't need us to save herself." GuideMa grumbled, and then she 
spoke, "I will lie down, but I will not go to sleep." She cleared an area for herself and lay down on 
the grass as she stated, "And | will keep the spear with me." Pluck said nothing as she petted the 
male kit who had climbed up on her shoulder. Ray lowered itself till it was beside the kit and the 
two of them purred and chirped softly. Pluck petted both of them as she went over and climbed 
a boulder so that she had a better view of the dark plains. Pluck could easily see the areas lit by 
Globe Spore from her position and decided she would stay there through the night. A few mites 
went by, and she thought the other two had fallen asleep, but a voice broke through the night. "I 
am cold," Kabal complained. "We are all cold," Pluck told her as she turned her head from 
watching the plains and questioned the Duchess with a hint of mischief, "Do you want GuideMa 
to curl up beside you?" "Don't be ridiculous," GuideMa spoke. "I am going nowhere near the 
Duchess. If she wants warmth, she will need to find it elsewhere." Kabal muttered to herself, 
"Who said | want some Femor lying beside me?" She rolled over, putting her back to them, and 
she continued to mutter as she faced her Globe Spore, "I am still cold." Her Globe Spore lowered 
itself from its position way above her head till it was about two hand widths away from her face, 
and it chirped at her quizzically. "I don't need your help. Go back up in the air," she commanded 
as she closed her eyes. The Globe Spore chirped as if deeply hurt by her rejection. Kabal opened 
one eye just as it seemed to turn its back on her and start to return to its place above her head. 
She realized how harsh she had been to it and after it saved her life. Kabal sighed, then she 
reached up her finger as she had seen Pluck do with Ray, and she scratched the bottom of the 
Globe Spore, and after she petted it for a few moments, she realized something. "You do seem 
like you are all warm and fuzzy, so if you wish to cuddle up with me, you may this one time." The 
Globe Spore chirped happily and then moved back down in front of her face. Kabal stared at 
it more closely and thought she saw a tiny face within the ball of fuzz, and it seemed to take a 
deep breath and hold it with all its might. Its small body popped out to five times its size, and 
then it moved its fluffy mass down to just below her chin. Kabal reached up her hand and stroked 


the Globe Spore like a pet, and it was warm to the touch and reminded her of a stuffed toy she 
used to have as a child. She reached up her other hand and grabbed hold of the warm fuzzy ball 
and brought it close to her, hugging it tightly. The fuzzy sphere was very warm and fought off the 
chill around her and soon Kabal fell asleep. Pluck glanced back from the boulder and smiled, 
seeing Kabal would have someone to keep her warm. She looked to the Femor and then turned 
her attention back to the plains as the kit and Globe Spore fell asleep on her shoulder. "I wish 
you would not hover so close to me, filthy Woman," GuideMa yelled from her grass bed. 
"Why don't you go and stand closer to the Duchess? She seems to detest you a little less than 
|." Pluck said nothing to her comment and went and stood on another boulder that was closer to 
the Duchess who was curled up in a ball, cuddling her Globe Spore like a precious stuffed toy. 
Pluck envied everyone else as they were allowed to enter sleep while she needed to fight it off. 
She peered up at the cloudy sky and wish that she could at least see the moon and the stars, so 
that they may keep her company on her watch. A few mites passed, and Pluck heard the Femor 
still stirring restlessly, so Pluck asked, "Has your opinion of me changed in the 
slightest?" GuideMa shifted back and forth in the small patch of grass she had bedded down in, 
then reached behind her back, pulled out a rock she had missed, and threw it away from her into 
some bushes and as she did, she questioned, "Are you speaking to me?" Pluck peered at her for 
a few moments and then turned her gaze to the dark horizon as she replied, "I am." "The answer 
is yes," GuideMa replied as she stretched out her nine hands frame on the grass and found no 
more lumps for her body to complain about. "I see you more detestable and loathsome than 
when | first met you. | understand my Duke's hatred towards you and why you should be 
eliminated." "Is that it?" Pluck questioned. "I also find you annoying as you speak to me while | 
am trying to sleep, though | doubt | will get any rest since you are the one guarding us. The 
Duchess may not think so, but | know you want to slit our throats the moment we are vulnerable, 
so | will make sure to stay awake and guard over any actions you may take." Pluck only sighed at 
the Femor's honest opinion and then she moved a little further away from the two to spend some 
time alone and yet still be close enough to watch over them. GuideMa watched them head off 
and it was made all that much easier since Ray lit up the Beast Woman in a sphere of light. 
GuideMa felt her eyes grow heavy and shifted a couple times in her grass bed, trying to prevent 
herself from falling asleep. Her exhaustion won out in the end, and she plummeted deep into 
slumber. She nor the Duchess woke when Pluck walked back to them to check on them. Pluck 
stared at the Femor and tried to understand the hatred she had towards her. She understood 
Kabal's hatred for she was a Necrom and her hatred had been passed down from generation to 
generation, but what would make this Femor's animosity so great? 


Nals passed... 


"GuideMa... GuideMa..." Pluck spoke, drawing her from the darkness of her sleep. "What is it, 
filthy Woman?" the Femor managed to mutter out. "It is your turn for the watch," Pluck replied 
almost in what sounded like a whine. "I thought | would relieve Kabal," GuideMa stated as she 
sat up and looked around for the Duchess. "You were supposed to, but | couldn't wake her for 
her turn, so | ended up taking a double shift. | am going to sleep now. | don't think | can keep my 
eyes open a mite longer." GuideMa slowly rose with the spear she had tightly gripped while she 
slept, realizing that she hadn't found enough rest, and as soon as she stood up, the Beast Woman 
laid down in her spot or more like collapsed into her grass bed. GuideMa was about to yell at her 


and make her create her own bed, but then she thought of the Duchess and how the Beast 
Woman had taken her shift, so she let this one instance go without argument. The Femor made 
her way over to Kabal and found that she was hugging her Globe Spore and smiling as if her sleep 
placed her in paradise. GuideMa returned to the Beast Woman and found her fast asleep. 
GuideMa stared at her for a long time, realizing the very thing she had accused her of, she was 
thinking of doing right at that moment. Ray hovered above the Beast Woman, and its light started 
to fade just as the Globe Spore, giving light to the Femor also started to fade. GuideMa glanced 
at the Duchess once more who still had her back to them and then she lifted the rusted spear, 
taking aim. The Beast Woman lay on her stomach with her head lying on her right arm, and she 
never moved the entire time GuideMa stood over her with her murderous intentions. She lifted 
the spear higher to make sure its thrust would be forceful enough to kill the filthy Woman in one 
strike. Ray let out a weak worried chirp but didn't seem to have the strength to do anything 
else. A wind whipped over the tall Crimson Grass as GuideMa stood there frozen in place as if 
waiting for the filthy Woman to wake. She wanted to see the terror in Pluck's eyes before she 
ended her existence. The Woman never woke, and GuideMa didn't know if she could stomach 
killing someone in their sleep. Over the time she had spent with her Duke, GuideMa had killed 
three persons, but they were attacking her and the convoy, and she was justified in shedding 
blood. GuideMa had never actually murdered anyone before, and even though it was this false 
Serviatrix that she would rid Wellspring of, it didn't feel right to her. She considered her Duke 
again and his wishes. GuideMa needed to kill Pluck and do it for the Duke she cared so 
much about. She decided this action would be justified and mentally prepared to strike. A break 
in the clouds allowed beams from the two moons to light up the area. They showed down on the 
Woman's back as if they wanted to show the Femor something important. GuideMa noticed the 
Mystic Rose tattoo and remembered how she had used her power to save her life. The tattoo 
seemed to glow, and GuideMa thought the Mystic Rose was reawakening, but she never woke, 
nor did she lift her form from the back of the Woman. GuideMa lowered the spear and started 
to turn as she decided she couldn't go through with her plans while the Woman slept, but 
something she had seen made GuideMa quickly turn back and peer at the Woman's back in 
shock. A Scarred Rose... This false Serviatrix possessed a Scarred Rose. One of the prophecies 
stated that the Daughter of a King would have a Scarred Rose. Tabitha possessed such a sign, but 
hers was a red blemish that had marked her since birth with a scar through its center. The blemish 
somewhat resembled a rose, but Pluck's couldn't be denied. GuideMa stabbed the spear into the 
ground as a moment of doubt corrupted the allegiance she had to her hatred. If she had 
murdered Pluck, would she have doomed Wellspring to the evil foretold? She decided that she 
would see what fate had in mind for this false savior. GuideMa gripped the spear and removed it 
from the ground, and then she went and stood at a spot where she could watch the horizon 
as the two she was supposed to protect from harm slept oblivious to the small battle waged in 
the Femor's mind. The sky cleared about a nal before the sun broke over the horizon as GuideMa 
ate some berries she found. She closed her eyes and allowed the light to strike her face. The rising 
sun was the most precious thing she had seen in a long time, and with it came the time to wake 
the others. "Duchess Kabal," GuideMa spoke as she stood beside her. "Duchess Kabal, the sun is 
rising. You need to get up so that we may leave." Kabal blinked open her eyes and looked all 
around, spying the Femor hovering over her, holding on to the rusted spear, and then she 
questioned, "What is for breakfast?" "A promise of a swift kick in the butt if you do not get up," 


GuideMa told her. "You need to wake. | want to return to the camp, so I can be by my Duke's side 
again." Releasing her Globe Spore she was still hugging, Kabal stretched and yawned as it lifted 
from her as bright as it had been when they went to bed. It deflated and returned to its original 
size, then it went over, and rubbed itself against the Duchess's cheek, and she smiled this time 
and returned its affection by rubbing her finger up against it. Kabal noticed that the Femor's 
glowing ball was nowhere in sight, so she questioned her, "Where is your Globe Spore?" "It faded 
through the night and disappeared about a nal ago," GuideMa replied. "Oh," Kabal uttered as she 
realized as if for the first time her little ball of fur would also soon disappear, and for some reason, 
it made her very downcast. She noticed that the Femor was peering at her curiously, so the 
Duchess left her sad thoughts behind, sat up, and questioned, "Is Pluck up? Has she determined 
where we are and in which direction we need to go in to return to the camp?" "I woke you first, 
allowing her a little more time to rest," GuideMa told her. "She does not need any extra rest. 
Pluck had the same amount of sleep as we have," Kabal stated as she got up and marched over 
to the Beast Woman, leaving the weary Femor behind. She reached the Beast Woman's side and 
was about to yell at her when Pluck mumbled in her sleep. "Votar, | do care about you. | do... It 
is just... It is just we are..." Pluck spoke no more, but she did make a face while sleeping, leading 
the Duchess to believe she was dreaming about something of deep concern. The Duchess paused 
with her mouth wide open as if startled by a Red-eyed Zebra Spider. She gasped instead of 
screaming, surprised by Pluck's sleeping confession. Instead of getting upset or demanding the 
blood of the Beast Woman, Kabal glanced back to see if the Femor had overheard what Pluck had 
said. It appeared that GuideMa hadn't, but she was observing the Duchess, so Kabal turned back, 
put both hands on her hips, and shouted, "Get up! Get up, you lazy vile Woman!" Pluck didn't 
wake, but she did continue to speak in her sleep and mention bits and pieces about the Duke of 
Shangra, so Kabal yelled all the more so that the Femor wouldn't overhear what Pluck spoke, 
"Do you expect special treatment? Do you expect us to wait on you as you dream away the 
nals?" Kabal gently nudged her foot with her own, and Pluck took a deep breath and then slowly 
woke, and the male Winsome Kit that had stayed behind crawled out from the collar of her shirt 
and sleepily took its position on her shoulder as Pluck sat up. She looked all around as if she 
wasn't quite awake yet, and she looked more exhausted than the Femor. "Has the sun risen 
already?" Pluck questioned and then peered up at the blue sky as she patted the purring kit. "It 
has," Kabal told her. "It is time that we leave. | wish to return to the camp and change out of 
these dirty clothes. "Ray?" Pluck called out when she noticed her Globe Spore was nowhere in 
sight. She stood and then called out again, "Ray? Ray, where are you?" "The little lights that the 
beautiful weed gave us are no more," GuideMa informed her as she walked over with another 
handful of berries she had picked. "Mine faded in the night and most likely yours did 
as well." Unconsciously, Kabal reached up and petted her little Globe Spore, knowing she had 
only a little more time with it. "Ray is gone?" Pluck said as if she didn't understand. She seemed 
to wake up a little more from the shock, and then she muttered, "I see... It was to be expected. | 
guess | shouldn't have gotten so attached to the little creature." She forced a smile and then said, 
"| hear water close by. | think | will walk over to it and re- fresh myself before we begin our 
journey." They watched as she left. GuideMa tapped the Duchess’ shoulder and offered her some 
of the berries she picked, and she gladly accepted them. Kabal ate what was given to her and 
then GuideMa showed her the bushes she picked the berries from, and Kabal gathered for herself 
another handful. A few mites later, Kabal stated, "I think | will also go and refresh myself." She 


headed after the Beast Woman and came upon her as she leaned her hand against a tree 
some distance away from a stream. Kabal took a few more steps towards her and then she 
realized that Pluck was crying. She had her other hand to her face and was sobbing into it. Kabal 
started to turn and leave to give the Beast Woman time to herself, but Pluck perked up and 
twitched her cupped ears back towards her. She turned and faced the Duchess, and Kabal saw 
where her face was wet from tears. She wasn't sure what to say to the Beast Woman and started 
again to turn and leave her in peace. Pluck faced the stream as she spoke, "Guess | was a little 
more attached to Ray than | let on." "Maybe you shouldn't have named the creature," Kabal 
stated. "They were only supposed to be with us for about a sun's cycle." "I know, but | couldn't 
help it. Ray was so cheerful around me and didn't seem to mind that | was a Woman," Pluck 
replied as she lifted her hand and scratched the ears of the male kit. "Like this little creature here 
who doesn't see the color of my blood, but likes me just for who | am." "You should hang on to 
friends like that even if they are some wild animal. Make a leash for that adorable creature and 
keep it." "No, as you said he is wild. If he wishes to stay with me, then I will enjoy his company, 
but if he chooses to go after his sister, then | will wish him well and miss him immensely." Kabal 
told her, "You do grow attached to things very quickly." "And | see that you have grown attached 
to your own Globe Spore which seems to be still going strong." "I don't know if attached is the 
right word," Kabal stated as she petted her fuzzy ball again. She thought about the words she 
overheard Pluck speak while she dreamed, and Kabal questioned her, "Is this the only reason why 
you are crying?" "What do you mean?" Pluck asked. The Duchess glanced around to see if 
GuideMa had come anywhere near them, and then she moved closer and whispered, "I heard 
you mention my brother's name in your sleep." "I did? What did | say?" Kabal again looked for 
the Femor, and when she didn't see her, she moved even closer, and whispered, "It sounded like 
you were speaking to him. You told him that you cared for him." Pluck's face reddened beneath 
her short beige fur, and she turned from the Duchess mortified she had overheard her heart's 
confession. For a long time, she stood there staring at the stream, not sure what to do or say, 
and then Pluck admitted, "I guess | am also crying because my dreams plague me. They offer 
me whimsical realities of my heart's making, which is fine while in the realm of sleep, but then | 
awake to the world that is actually around me. | understand that the Gargantuan Worm and the 
glowing spheres within it caused us weird dreams, but | don't understand why | am still dreaming 
them. They are so unfair. | have yet to speak to your brother properly, and | want to tell him all 
that is within my mind, but the hatred that is between our races, | don't know if | should speak 
to him at all about what has been left unsaid between us." Kabal opened her mouth to tell her 
that she should never speak such declarations to her brother, but then she decided against it and 
asked a question she had been wanting to ask, "Why did | never take a turn at the watch? | 
thought | was supposed to take a turn after you." Grateful to the Duchess for the distracting 
question, Pluck answered her, "You were supposed to take a turn, but | couldn't wake you. You 
seemed to be deaf to the world around you as you clung to that Globe Spore as if happily drunken 
by rest. | didn't have the heart to force you awake, so | ended up taking your turn. It would seem 
you owe me a debt of gratitude for giving you a double portion of sleep." Pluck dried her eyes, 
believing the embarrassing conversation was over, then moved over to the stream, splashed 
water on her face, and took a drink. She remained there till she had her fill of water and then she 
straightened. "As for the debt of gratitude that | owe you, you will hear no such thing, not from 
my mouth ever," Kabal spoke, after thinking on her reply for a while. "There is no such thing as a 


debt of gratitude between a Necrom and one of Man," she added as she held out her hand and 
offered what was left of her berries. "I guess not," Puck replied as she gladly accepted the berries 
that nearly filled half her palm. Kabal knelt down and washed the berry juice from her hands, 
then washed her face, and drank some of the refreshing water, and by the time she stood, Pluck 
had wolfed down all of the berries. "It would seem Man has no manners," Kabal spoke, shaking 
her head at her as if in disgust. "It is just | who has no manners," Pluck told her and then quickly 
washed the berry juice off her hands. She straightened and took a few steps to return to the third 
member of their party as she spoke, "Let us go get GuideMa and then let us make our way to the 
camp. | believe | know what direction it lies in, and we should be there within a few nals." "Lead 
on, oh vile Woman," Kabal politely said as she motioned with her arm. "Lead on." They returned 
and found GuideMa on a boulder searching the horizon. She still gripped the rusty spear and 
jumped down once she saw them approach. When they were close enough, GuideMa spotted a 
bit of berry juice on the Beast Woman's mouth. "Did you share the berries | gave you with this 
filthy Woman?" she inquired as she pointed two of her hands at Pluck's face. "I... ah..." Kabal 
began, then she pointed and tried to think of something to accuse the Beast Woman of, and 
stuttered, "She... She..." "I have no manners," Pluck replied, looking a little sheepish. "I took the 
berries from her hand." "Thief!" GuideMa spoke. "They were not for you!" "Let us not get into an 
argument," Kabal stated. "What is done is done. We should just forget about it and start on our 
journey. | had my fill, so no harm was done." GuideMa realized that the Duchess must have given 
the berries to the Beast Woman for Pluck didn't seem like the type to steal. They were her berries, 
so if the Duchess wanted to give them to a filthy Woman that was her business. GuideMa knew 
she was irritable because she had little rest and like the rest of them, they hadn't had much to 
eat. "Lead, and | will follow," she told the Beast Woman. Pluck wiped her mouth then headed in 
the direction of the camp, and Kabal followed right beside her. GuideMa glanced once more at 
the place they had bedded down in and then headed after the other two. "Why did you lie for 
me?" Kabal questioned the Beast Woman in a whisper. "I didn't lie," Pluck replied as she glanced 
at her. "I have no manners, and | did take the berries from your hand, | just left out the part where 
you offered them to me." "I don't know how | feel about a vile Woman sticking up for me," Kabal 
spoke. "You should feel nothing," Pluck answered. "Don't forget there is no such thing as a debt 
of gratitude between a Necrom and one of Man." 


Chapter Six 
On The Subject Of Pluck 


Duke Votar waited in the King's tent while the King's attendants dressed Solom in another section 
of the large tent. Solom emerged and went and sat on his throne across from the Duke while a 
grand breakfast was set out for them. They spoke about Votar's search for his sister and how the 
Shangra Guards continued to look for her as they ate, but they never mentioned Pluck, and then 
once that subject came to an end, the King stood and went to a chest near his bed and returned 
with an item. He cradled it in his arms as he sat back on his throne. "I met with Tabitha yesterday, 


and I gave her a special gift," Solom began. "It was a gold bracelet that has been passed down in 
my family from generation to generation." He smiled as he thought back and stated, "She 
graciously accepted the gift, and in return, she has given me this splendid present." Solom 
glanced down at the item, but still held it tightly in his arms, so that the Duke still couldn't quite 
make out what it was as the King spoke, "I am so proud of it and have shown so many people 
already." He peered up from looking at it and questioned the Duke, "Did | show you what Tabitha 
gave me yesterday?" "You did not," Votar replied. "She carved this out of Scarlet Wood when the 
Roth imported a trunk from the Towering Forest," Solom said as he raised what looked like a 
statue so the Duke could see. The carving was of a DraKa, and it was three hands long. The piece 
was finely carved and full of details. "Tabitha tells me there are many DraKas where she lived 
with the Roth," Solom stated. "The Roth breed and sell young DraKas to all sorts of races to be 
used in convoys." Votar noticed what looked like a lid on the top of the carving and inquired, "Is 
it more than a statue?" "Yes," Solom replied as he set the heavy object on the table beside his 
plate. "It isa censer. Tabitha also provided a rare incense that | greatly enjoy, so much so, | believe 
| will request more from the Roth Kingdom once | return to Caldron." He turned to one of his 
Necrom servants who was removing an empty platterand commanded him, "Light the 
incense." The Necrom walked over to the fire pit in the center of the tent, removed a burning 
stick, returned, and lit an incense cone that the King had placed inside the DraKa's head. The 
servant picked up the Draka Censer and placed it on a pedestal a short distance away from the 
table. Purple smoke rolled out of the DraKa's eyes, nose, and mouth and filled the tent with its 
sweet aroma. "Tabitha tells me the incense is made from Maedan Berries. It creates a sweet 
euphoric smell that | have come to enjoy. She wears a perfume made from the same berries." The 
meal continued on, and Votar waited till the small feast had been completed before he 
inquired, "Was there something else you wished to speak to me about?" "There is," Solom 
replied. "It is of a matter of great concern between us. Actually, it's a matter of great concern for 
all of Wellspring." Votar spoke, "I heard that you took Tabitha out on a picnic yesterday." "I 
did." "Is she the reason for our conversation?" Votar asked. "She is," Solom replied. "I am 
convinced that Tabitha is the true Serviatrix." "What convinced you?" Votar questioned. "Surely 
Gamemnon's claim that you are her sire hasn't swayed you..." "I summoned JuJu yesterday," 
Solom interrupted. "I had him perform a paternal ritual." "And?" Votar inquired. "Are you her 
sire?" "| am, and that makes her a Daughter of a King. Something that Pluck cannot claim." Votar 
sat there, taking in all that the King had told him. He had no words to say. Solom noticed that the 
Duke would remain silent, so he stated, "Tabitha fulfills much of the prophecies. She has a Scarred 
Rose on her palm and a tail. She returned to our realm on the dawn of Man's return and many 
races have gathered here in the Valley of Blood to see her." "I don't know," Votar spoke up. "We 
shouldn't dismiss Pluck so quickly or accuse her of being the false one. She did abandon her Prince 
to stay here on Wellspring." "But a false one is still a false one. Beware of her lies and deceit," 
Solom warned. Votar defended Pluck by saying, "Nowhere in the prophecies does it say that the 
false one is evil or has a goal to destroy Wellspring." "What do you think a false one means?" 
Solom questioned. "The false Serviatrix is after the destruction of Wellspring." Votar spoke up, 
"You were so quick to believe in Pluck and come to her defense when she was on trial at 
Shangra." "I don't know what to tell you. | was completely fooled by her and the signs | saw 
fulfilled by her, but no more. My eyes have been opened wide and my sight returned to me. | 
know without a doubt Pluck is the false one." "What exactly happened while you were on that 


picnic with your daughter?" Votar questioned. "Did she somehow bewitch you?" Solom slammed 
his fist on his throne as he yelled, "Never say such a thing to me again. Tabitha is my daughter 
and that makes her a Princess, your Princess, and you must respect her or | will have your 
head." Votar was thrown back by his outburst and his anger was stoked as the King 
continued. "You should examine your own mind when it comes to bewitching. Did you not 
believe that Pluck cast some spell on you?" Solom questioned as he relaxed his fist. "I did, but 
JuJu, while | was still in Shangra, confirmed there was no spell on me," Votar replied and then he 
spoke as a headache set in, "Was it not you who told me | still loved Pluck? You had asked me if 
| believe she made a fool of me. You also asked me if | believed Pluck purposely did all those 
things to me while trying to help her people and if | believed the feelings we shared were part of 
her plan. You then told me if that was how | felt, | didn't deserve her." "Your point?" "You said 
deserve... as if she was someone | should aspire for," Votar spoke, and then he asked, "What has 
changed?" Solom didn't answer at first, and then he stated, "I may have said those things, but | 
believe | was under a spell of my own. One that the KellyZings created in my mind." "I am amazed 
by what | hear come out of your mouth. If JuJu confirmed Tabitha is your daughter, | can't refute 
that, but to say that she is without a doubt the Serviatrix..." "Let me stop you right there," Solom 
interrupted. "You need to remember how Pluck finagled herself into your life. She positioned 
herself by your side and had you proclaim her warden of Man." "I know that, but that was in 
order to save her people," Votar spoke. "Thinking back to that time at your castle, | doubt that 
was her plan. Pluck told me she was returning to her people. | wanted her to stay by my side, so 
| created the office of warden for her. | believe Pluck accepted the job never once thinking 
that she could position herself to become the Serviatrix." "Are you sure about that?" Solom 
questioned. "I..." Votar spoke and paused as he felt a little sick, and then he stood and moved 
himself away from the table as his queasiness brought with it a contemptuous anger that was 
aimed at some faceless being. The growing rage clawed at him, trying to get a firm hold of him 
as Votar snapped, "I am sure. She is of Man. What would she have known of the Serviatrix before 
shipwrecking on Wellspring?" Solom answered as his own anger simmered, "She may not have 
known about it before coming to Wellspring, but she has taken advantage of it since becoming 
aware of it." "I don't believe you," Votar spoke and rubbed his temple as his headache worsened 
and the faceless one started to take focus in his mind. "I also don't understand why you are saying 
all of these things. You have been Pluck's advocate since the beginning. What has swayed your 
way of thinking?" "I see with new eyes," Solom replied. "I see her for what she is... Pluck is of 
Man, and she should have our disdain." "Since you have come to the Valley of Blood, you haven't 
been yourself," Votar stated and then moved back to the table as his headache lessened. His 
anger remained constant and began to muddle his mind, but he ignored it for the moment as he 
questioned, "Has Pluck said or done anything that would bring about these suspicions of 
yours?" "They are not suspicions!" Solom insisted. "These things that | have mentioned are the 
truth. Pluck is here to hurt Wellspring. Can't you see it? Pluck has from the beginning positioned 
herself to maneuver into your heart. Think of all she could do if you married her and made her 
First Duchess of Shangra." Votar retook his seat, contemplating that possibility, and then he said, 
"She refused my love while we were in Shangra." "All the more to make you want her, want her 
so desperately you would look beyond her true lineage." "She came to Shangra only to save her 
people," Votar spoke to convince himself more than the King as his anger finally seized him and 
the faceless one took form. "And yet she didn't leave with them when they sailed away," Solom 


told him then jabbed his finger into the table as he stated, "She has yet plans for you. She has yet 
to deceive you." "Could | have been misled?" Votar questioned as Pluck's endearing face was the 
one who took form in his mind and became the target of his sickening rage. "Could | have allowed 
her to seduce me?" He picked up a knife that was among his eating utensils as he spoke, "I have... 
| have allowed whatever power she has over me overrule common sense and clear thought. | 
shouldn't have ever released her after the trial. | should have thrown her in prison." He gripped 
the knife between his fingers as if he had ahold of her, and he squeezed the metal tightly, ranting, 
"| know the truth now. | will no longer be bewitched by her. 

Pluck is a menace to Wellspring. | need to rid myself of her." Solom questioned him, glad the 
Duke was finally seeing his way of thinking, "Are you sure that is how you feel?" "Yes!" Votar 
shouted as he lifted the knife and stabbed it into the table. "I want nothing to do with 
that phragging Woman, no matter what guise she may wear! | need to tell her she sickens me! 
The very thought of her near me makes my body ill! | want nothing more to do with her!" His 
rage spun out of control as he roared, "I have to tell her that | want her... | want 
her..." "No need," a female voice spoke before he uttered the word dead. "I have heard and 
nothing can be more clear than what your body is screaming." A different female voice spoke, "| 
would have to agree with her. | don't believe | have ever seen you in loss of your own emotions. 
You look more like a wild animal than the Duke of Shangra." Solom and Votar turned to the 
entrance like insane Cackling Hyenas to see that Pluck and Kabal were standing there with one 
of the Caldron Guards. All three of them looked shocked by the King and the 
Duke's uncharacteristic outbursts and uncensored fury. If they had been in their right mind, 
Solom and Votar would have seen that both females looked worse for wear. It was apparent on 
the females' faces that they had overheard much. Kabal was a little perplexed, but Pluck... she 
was apparently crushed by what was said. Solom demanded, "How long have you been standing 
there?" He glared at his guard as he made his next inquiry, "And why were you not 
announced?" "| believe your guard didn't want to be rude while you were talking," Kabal replied. 
"And we have been standing here since you mentioned the Valley of Blood." Votar stood up as if 
caught committing some heinous act, and he glared at the females with his citron eyes that were 
more fiendish-purple than yellow-green. The Duke drew the knife from the table, and then 
he flipped it around, holding it more like a sword. Votar looked as if he would murder both of 
them. Pluck had seen that look many times over; it was the look of a hatred so deep, reason 
couldn't explain it. Kabal wasn't sure this male Necrom was her brother, his actions were so 
unlike him. She saw the knife in his hand and how he glared at the Beast Woman. Kabal wasn't 
sure what she could say to defuse the situation as her Globe Spore lifted from her shoulder where 
it had been resting since its job ended the moment the sun rose. It ignored all that was going on 
as everyone but the Duchess ignored it. The Globe Spore moved about as if it had a mission; it 
hovered over the food spread out across the table as if searching for something to eat, then it 
floated over to the pedestal where the Draka Censer was, entered its mouth, and ate up the 
incense within. The Globe Spore reemerged, then sneezed, and its entire body turned purple. It 
let out a few sickly chirps, then returned to Kabal, and rested on her shoulder again. Everyone 
stood there in silence, even the Caldron Guard, for what seemed like mites. The way Votar and 
Solom were glaring at her, Pluck thought perhaps she should flee the tent, but then the acrimony 
that afflicted the males and turned their eyes to what appeared like burning amethyst spheres, 
went completely away in one blink as if everything she witnessed had been a dream. Votar's 


anger and rage immediately shifted to one of concern as he placed the knife on the table 
and rushed over to them, uttering, "You are alive!" He reached them and realized his aim had 
been for Pluck, and he cursed himself for still being under her spell. Votar diverted his attention 
and rushed over to his sister, embracing her as if he was embracing Pluck. His heart wouldn't let 
him deny his feelings to himself, but his mind would make sure his body never betrayed it. "You 
can get off of me now," Kabal stated. "We never hugged like this as children. It is a little 
unsettling." Votar released her and stepped back, ignoring the Beast Woman as he questioned, 
"Where have you been? We went looking for you yesterday and followed Gamemnon's Draka 
Convoy, believing you had been with him, but..." "There was an earth tremor while we were with 
him and the ground swallowed us up. We barely escaped our underground prison," Kabal 
reported. "If this is true, why didn't Gamemnon say anything to me?" Votar questioned her. "He 
never as much as raised an alarm." "You will have to ask him that," Kabal stated through a pout 
still feeling the sting of his betrayal and abandonment to her dirty and dark fate. "I don't know 
why he does anything." "I will," Votar replied angrily. "I will, but first..." He turned his attention 
to the Beast Woman and stated, "I must deal with her." The contemptuous anger and the 
uncensored fury he experienced before slowly flushed from his body and mind like some disease 
he needed to rid himself of, but it didn't fade quickly enough, for Votar found that he lost all 
sense of himself again and he was screaming, "Why are you here? Didn't we say what needed to 
be said when last we met?" Pluck looked like she was near tears as she replied, "I had not, and | 
thought there was more to be said between us, but | see that | was wrong." She turned to the 
Duchess and told her, "I have brought you safely here as | said | would, so now | will be 
leaving." The Beast Woman stormed out, and Kabal found herself running after her outside, then 
she grabbed her wrist, and questioned her, "Pluck, where are you going?" "I'm going after my 
sword. It would seem | was right to abandon what had been left unsaid between Votar and 
myself. It doesn't matter, for | do not matter to him as | do not matter to you." Pluck turned 
her head away from her ashamed of the person she was and heartsick over the animosity the 
people she had grown to respect felt towards her as she continued, "I understand that | am a 
blight in all of your eyes. | wasn't sure how Votar felt about me, but the King... | thought Solom 
was on my side. | also thought he had gotten past his hatred of Man when | was before his eyes, 
but | heard that isn't true. The hatred | saw in his gaze when the King looked at me..." She decided 
to drop the matter. The Duchess didn't care, so Pluck simply spoke, "I need to get my sword and 
leave, for | fear Solom may order my capture or something worse." She fought back tears again 
as she glanced at the Duchess’ hand that still had a hold of her arm, and she stated with as much 
sincerity as she could muster, "You don't need to fret over me anymore. You no longer need me 
for your survival." Kabal looked at her own hand and then she released the Beast Woman's as 
she insisted, "I am not fretting. | am only... You were so sure before that you needed to talk with 
my brother. | know this for this is all you talked about the nals it took us to walk here this morning. 
Are you sure you want to leave things un- said between you two?" "I believe all has been said or 
were you not listening to your brother and the King's conversation?" "I was listening," Kabal 
replied as she glanced back at the tent. "I am just not sure who we were overhearing. They didn't 
sound like my brother or the King." Pluck glanced around at the small crowd gathering who were 
curious about another Necrom with a tail. She wanted to say more to the Duchess, but she wasn't 
sure of what to say and was afraid of another crying bout, so Pluck simply walked away. The 
crowd parted and let her through as Kabal watched her leave. She felt like she should run 


after her, but her stomach growled, so Kabal re-entered the tent. Her brother paced about, 
troubled by what had just occurred, but the King sat on his throne as if nothing had happened. 
Kabal saw the breakfast feast spread out on the table, rushed over to it, grabbed half of a boiled 
unfertilized egg of a Hat'Call which fit in her palm, and ate it hungrily, and as she did, the Globe 
Spore continued to sickly chirp. "What is that thing?" her brother questioned as for the first time 
he spotted the purple ball of fuzz. She peered at the Globe Spore and decided not to tell her 
brother that it came from the Mystic Rose, and she simply replied, "It is a new pet of mine. His 
name is Fulgor." "Why is it making those pathetic sounds?" the King questioned her. "I don't 
know. Maybe it ate something that didn't agree with him," Kabal replied as she finished the egg, 
picked up a Jewel Apple, and started on it. "What are you going to do about Pluck? You both 
sounded so angry when we came in." Votar stopped rubbing his forehead as his headache 
completely faded along with his anger, and he replied, "I don't know, and | am not sure why | said 
all of those things about Pluck." "I do," Solom spoke. "Because they were all true." Kabal ignored 
the King and told her brother, "It did seem like you were under the influence of some... dare | say 
spell?" She didn't seem all that interested in the fact for then she asked, "Is there any more 
meat left? | am craving it." Votar couldn't believe how his sister was acting, and he questioned 
her, "Have you forgotten your manners?" Kabal started to snip at him, but then she laughed 
instead and spoke, "I guess | have." The King ordered that more sausage be brought in, and Kabal 
sat in her brother's chair at the table. She glanced at Fulgor, and he didn't look as lackluster as he 
did before. She questioned the two males as she slowly remembered her manners, "Do you think 
it was wise to let Pluck leave like she did?" "No," Votar replied. "I said something that | regret 
now." "I said no such thing," Solom spoke. "I revealed only my true feelings towards that 
Woman." "Where did she go?" Votar questioned his sister. "Pluck went after her sword," Kabal 
replied, and when her brother didn't seem to understand, she added, "The one Gamemnon took 
from her. You do know that Gamemnon took Pluck out on our little trip to kill her. The earth 
tremor saved her life—" Kabal then muttered, "—and ended my relationship with the Duke of 
Torlawn as it revealed to me his true nature." Solom questioned, "What does Pluck intend to 
do?" "| imagine whatever it takes to recover her stolen sword," Kabal replied and then she asked, 
"Will you do anything to stop her and will you do anything to Gamemnon for abducting 
her?" "We should stop her from trying to take her sword," Votar answered and then he added, 
"Who knows what Gamemnon might do if she gives him a reason to hurt her." "You sound 
concern for her," Kabal stated and then she asked, "Where was that concern when she needed 
it?" "It would seem we are not the only ones speaking unlike ourselves," Solom said as he stood. 
"Where is the hatred you had for her when you were the prosecutor at her trial?" "My hatred for 
Man is still here," Kabal said as she tapped her chest. "But maybe my dislike for her isn't as strong. 
She did save my life, and | owe her a debt of..." She let out a loud chuckle and then she muttered, 
"And after | swore those words would never leave my lips." "Guards!" Solom called out and two 
entered. The one who escorted the Duchess and the Beast Woman in had returned to his 
post. "What is it my King?" "Assemble your guards. We go to see the Duke of Torlawn." Kabal 
grabbed a large bread stick along with a chuck of cheese on her way out to follow her brother and 
the King. She exited the tent and then Fulgor heaved a couple of times, floated down from her 
shoulder, and vomited on the ground. Kabal looked at the purple glob on the dirt and nearly lost 
her breakfast. She put a hand to her mouth and then looked to her Globe Spore as his coloring 
returned and he was as bright as before. "You shouldn't eat things you are not supposed to," she 


scolded him. Fulgor made a sad chirp and his small lower lip rolled down as he floated up to her 
face and chirped sadly again. She couldn't help herself and reached out her finger and scratched 
under his tiny chin. Her disgust trickled away, and Kabal followed after those heading to see the 
Duke of Torlawn. 


Earlier... 


GuideMa returned to her Duke's tent and waited for an audience. She was granted one and 
entered before Gamemnon. Tabitha was there along with Groth her Roth bodyguard. "I am 
pleased that you returned safely to me," Gamemnon told the Femor. "I hear that you have urgent 
news for me." "I do," GuideMa replied. "I am not the only one to survive. Duchess Kabal and Pluck 
also came out of the ground with me." Gamemnon contemplated this grievous turn of events. 
Pluck was of concern, but the Duchess, he didn't know what Kabal would tell her brother. He 
asked, "Are they also here in the camp?" "They are. They have gone to King Solom's 
tent." Gamemnon glanced at the Lux and then turned to Tabitha and told her, "You may have 
your first test as the Serviatrix sooner than | anticipated. | imagine Pluck is on her way here to 
claim..." "I'm already here," Pluck declared as she barged into his tent followed by two Torlawn 
Guards. They had their spears at the ready to bring down the Woman on their Duke's command 
or any sign of hostility from her. Pluck looked around the tent and spotted her sword and moved 
over to it, and as she neared it, Tabitha ran up and blocked her way. "Give me my sword, and I'll 
leave in peace," Pluck growled out. "I will also forget about you trying to murder me and my 
abduction by your hands." "I can't agree to your terms," Gamemnon told her. "You have no right 
to make any as you have no right to the Lux. It belongs to Tabitha, the true Serviatrix." "True or 
not, the sword belongs to me, and | mean to take it," Pluck declared. "Guards!" the Duke sounded 
and four more entered."Do you really want to fight me over this?" Pluck questioned 
him. Gamemnon spread his arms, motioning to all in the tent and then he said, "The odds are 
stacked in my favor. You are unarmed and there isn't an ally in sight, though | doubt you have 
any by now. You did have a visit with the King and the Duke of Shangra. Why are they not aiding 
you in your recovery of your sword?" "You make it sound like you knew what went on within the 
King's tent," Pluck spoke and then she questioned, "Do you have a spy within the King's ranks?" "I 
don't need a spy," Gamemnon answered, then glanced at Tabitha, and said, "| have something 
better." "Give me my sword!" Pluck shouted. "You are in no position to demand anything," 
Gamemnon roared. "Actually, you have placed yourself in a dangerous position." He started a 
performance as he masked himself with a fearful look, then changed his voice, and spoke, "My 
dear friend, Votar... | don't know what to say. Pluck... She barged into my tent, stole a spear from 
one of my guards, and... she is dead. They had to kill her to protect Tabitha and myself. She 
was wild with rage and ranting when she came in. | am sorry, but it happened so fast. There was 
nothing | could do to prevent her death." Pluck glanced around, seeing that all her exits were 
blocked, and not only were there four armed guards, but there was also a Roth to contend with 
and possibly a Femor if GuideMa should side with her Duke in this ghastly endeavor. "It is a pity," 
Gamemnon began. "It would have been so much simpler if you had died at the ruins. | had a story 
in play, one that would have been believable. Now... | don't know if this new story will 
be completely plausible, but | guess | will have to use what devices have been handed to me." He 
lifted his voice and ordered, "Kill her!" Moving around Tabitha with as much speed as Pluck could 
muster, she rushed for her sword and reached out her hand to grab its scabbard. Her fingers 


touched the leather, but before she could grab hold of it, Tabitha grabbed her by her mane and 
flung her back with great force. She fell to the floor and stared up at Tabitha who grinned at her. 
Pluck leapt back to her feet and ran for the Lux, but Tabitha quickly moved to her and punched 
her in the gut. Pluck doubled over and before she knew what was going on, Tabitha threw 
another punch and hit her in the face. Pluck went down, dazed as blood trickled from her nose. 
She started to get up again but fell back down as the Torlawn Guards moved in on her, not that 
Tabitha needed their assistance as she danced about in some sort of fighting technique Pluck had 
never seen before. "Kill her and be done with it," Gamemnon ordered. "No more of these 
games." "The King!" a guard outside the tent shouted. "The King is here with his 
guards." Gamemnon frowned, then motioned for his guards to lower their spears and step back 
from Pluck, and they did moments before Solom and his guards entered along with Votar and 
Kabal. Kabal looked to the Duke of Torlawn to see if she could get a read on him and his betrayal 
to her. She had told her brother some of what happened to them on their walk over, but she 
never told Votar the Duke of Torlawn abandoned her or threatened her life to make Pluck 
surrender. Gamemnon easily discarded her in whatever pursuit he endeavored to complete. She 
only wondered if he would make up some excuse and try to win her back. Solom entered, saw 
Pluck on the floor with red blood seeping from her Ghost Panther nose, and winced, disgusted 
by the evidence of her races' lineage. He composed himself, turned to the Duke of Torlawn, and 
demanded, "What is going on here?" Pluck wiped away the blood and managed to stand wobbly 
to her feet as Votar and Kabal peered at her with a look she couldn't read. Tabitha moved to put 
the Beast Woman down again, but Gamemnon shook his head, so she backed off. When no one 
answered, Solom repeated, "What is going on here?" Pluck started to answer, but Gamemnon 
spoke up first, "This filthy Woman barged in here and threatened Tabitha and myself." "She did 
what?" Solom questioned as his anger burned against the Beast Woman. "Not true," Pluck spoke. 
"I only came for my sword that Gamemnon took from me." She started towards the Lux again as 
she said, "I will take what is mine, and then | will leave the Valley of Blood and all of you 
behind." "The sword doesn't belong to you," Gamemnon declared. "It belongs to the 
Serviatrix." "It is mine," Pluck insisted. "Are you saying that you are the Serviatrix?" Gamemnon 
questioned her with an attitude that mocked her gall. "I'm only saying that the sword belongs to 
me," Pluck replied, deciding she needed to choose her words more carefully. The Duke had been 
right before, she had no allies there to aid her, but she couldn't help but think about what had 
transpired the sun's cycle before. The brazenness Gamemnon had to take her against her will, 
outraged Pluck, and all her cautiousness trickled away as she turned, glared at him, and 
demanded, "Is that why you abducted me? Did you want my sword for Tabitha?" The Duke of 
Torlawn thought all his plans would come to ruin if the King sided with the Beast Woman. He 
needed to come up with a plan, but his mind failed him the very mite he needed it. 
Gamemnon thought for sure he made a grievous miscalculation, but then Tabitha rushed over to 
the King and wrapped her arm around his. "Father!" she yelled. "I am so glad you came." "You 
sound distressed," Solom spoke to her. "What is it?" Tabitha peered up at the King as she put a 
palm to his bearded cheek and a small puff of purple smoke trickled up between her fingers. She 
leaned up to him and whispered something in his ear. Kabal turned to them just as the puff of 
smoke floated up and then a spark of amethyst flashed in the King's angry eyes. Kabal noted she 
had seen this odd phenomenon before in the King's gaze but had thought it was a trick of her 
eyes brought on my hunger and dehydration. "Seize this despicable Woman! | mean to kill her 


where she stands," Solom ordered as he took a step forward but his daughter grabbed his 
arm. "Father, no! You will hurt yourself," Tabitha said. "Let your soldiers deal with her." Much 
was happening, and Kabal decided she needed to pay close attention to everyone in the room, 
so she separated herself from the group and moved a few paces away. She couldn't understand 
how her King could act like a maniac, and she wondered if it had anything to do with the purple 
smoke she had seen. Votar faced the King also shocked by his order. The Duke of Shangra turned 
back to Pluck as Caldron Guards made their way to the Beast Woman to fulfill their King's wishes. 
Votar ordered, "Wait! An accusation has been made. We must hear Pluck out before any action 
can be taken." Caldron Guards turned and waited to see if their King would uphold the Duke of 
Shangra's advice or have them continue with their mission. "All lies," Gamemnon declared as he 
glanced at the King and noticed the rage in Solom's eyes and decided for the moment the King 
was on their side, so he asked, "How many times do | have to tell you, filthy Woman? The sword 
doesn't belong to you, it belongs to Tabitha." "It is..." Pluck started to argue again, but there was 
no one there who could back her up. She needed to retreat back to her plan to be very careful 
with what she said, so Pluck dared the Duke of Torlawn, "Have her draw the sword and say 
nothing more about who owns the Lux until she does." Pluck wasn't sure they heard her 
challenge, so she spoke louder and demanded, "Have her draw the sword and prove that it is 
hers." Solom inquired of her as he moved further into the tent, "What do you mean by your 
defiance?" "I am the only one who has been able to draw the Lux," Pluck answered. "It in itself 
should prove that | am the one the sword belongs to." After thinking about it, Solom turned to 
the Duke of Torlawn and questioned, "What do you say to her challenge?" Gamemnon glanced 
at Tabitha who looked unsure, then he turned back to the King, and told him, "We accept, but 
not now. We will conduct this test tomorrow." "Why the wait?" Votar asked his friend and then 
motioned to the sword stand as he stated, "The Lux is right there." "I would like to conduct this 
test in front of all who have gathered in the Valley of Blood," Gamemnon replied. "I have heard 
that another convoy consisting of a hundred DraKas are on their way here and will arrive 
sometime this evening. | would like for them to be here and witness the test if the King will grant 
us such an indulgence." "| will grant your request," Solom replied. "What of Pluck until 
then?" Tabitha moved till she stood in front of her sire and then her expression turned to one of 
sheer fright as she said, "Don't let her go free, father. | fear she may try to hurt me again." Pluck 
spoke up, "I believe | was the only one who was hurt, and I'm the only one who is still in danger of 
disappearing with no trace." "The Beast Woman should be held under guard until the test," 
Gamemnon suggested to the King. "It will be done," Solom commanded, and then he started to 
command the Duke of Torlawn, "You will..." "I will take the Beast Woman into custody and keep 
her under guard until the test," Votar interrupted him. "Gamemnon will be busy making 
preparations for tomorrow's test." "My friend has a point," Gamemnon spoke as he saw another 
opportunity to rid himself of the Beast Woman vanish from his grasp. "I will be very busy." The 
Duke of Torlawn put aside his disappointment and allowed his scheming to proceed. 
Votar stepped in and insisted he be the one to guard Pluck. Gamemnon wasn't sure what his 
friend was up to, but he could use Votar's rash decision against him if Votar should help the Beast 
Woman to escape. Solom still needed someone to succeed him. Tabitha would inherit the crown, 
but she still needed a husband, a trustworthy husband, who would become King. All his plans up 
until now were for that goal, and Gamemnon didn't see why he should stop making them. "It 
would be best that the Duke of Shangra hold the Beast Woman," Gamemnon said. "The 


farther she is away from Tabitha, the safer the Princess will be." The King turned to Votar and 
then Solom agreed, "She is your responsibility. Take her away and make sure she is present for 
the test on the morrow." "One moment," Gamemnon spoke up. "We should find out if she has 
any allies in the camp and confine them also. They could become dangerous if they find out we 
have imprisoned their false Serviatrix." Pluck's heart raced as she placed her hand near her neck, 
then before anyone could stop her, Pluck rushed over to Kabal and grabbed her hand as she 
shouted, "Tell them Gamemnon abducted me! Tell them he means to murder me! Tell 
them..." "Silence!" Solom roared. "Shackle Pluck and take her away or | will deal with her. Votar, 
you are off to a terrible start in keeping Pluck under control." "At once my King," Votar said as he 
grabbed manacles from one of the Torlawn Guards and rushed over to Pluck, demanding of her, 
"Release my sister and hold out your wrists to me." Pluck peered at the Duchess intensely as she 
said, "All those who are associated with me are in danger. Please, | beg you tell everyone here 
what happened yesterday." Kabal peered down at the hand the Beast Woman firmly cupped 
between her two and then she looked up at her, not sure what to say. "I will not repeat myself," 
Votar threatened. Releasing the Duchess, Pluck stepped back from her and then turned to Votar, 
not sure if he was there to help her or hurt her. All she could think about was what she overheard 
him say to the King when she and Kabal entered Solom's tent. Pluck knew she had no other choice 
but to trust Votar, the one she thought she loved. Her time here on Wellspring was nothing like 
she envisioned when she decided to stay behind and abandon her Prince, a Prince who claimed 
he loved her. Circumstances forced her to put her hope in Votar, so Pluck held out her arms to 
him. He shackled her wrists and started to lead her out of the tent. "Wait..." Gamemnon called 
out and then he ordered, "Search the filthy Woman. Make sure she has no weapons on her." The 
Torlawn Guards patted her down and then one said once they finished, "She has nothing on 
her." "Make sure she doesn't escape," Gamemnon told Votar as he walked past him and headed 
to the back of his tent. He paused and leaned to him, saying, "I fear, my friend that you may still 
be under her enchantment." "Pluck will be at this test tomorrow morning, | swear on my honor 
as Duke of Shangra," Votar replied to the Duke of Torlawn's unsaid accusation, then he walked 
Pluck to the exit, pushed the tent flap out of the way, and led her outside. Kabal stared at the 
hand Pluck had held firmly in hers, then peered up at those gathered in the tent, and stated, "I 
should go with them and make sure my brother doesn't do anything foolish." She turned and 
started for the exit when Gamemnon called out to her, "We should talk when you find the time. 
There is much we need to speak about." She glanced back over her shoulder and said, "Yes, there 
is much we need to speak about. | will find some time and come to you." Kabal went outside and 
found her brother in the distance taking Pluck to his tent. She walked after him for several mites, 
then ducked into a supply tent, and after she made sure she was alone, Kabal opened up her 
hand that was protecting the male Winsome Kit, Pluck had placed in her care. The male Calico 
meowed at her as Fulgor floated down to him from his hiding place among Kabal's long platinum 
hair. She realized the responsibility Pluck entrusted to her, and Kabal found she needed to sit 
down. She found a crate and sat upon it. Pluck must have feared they would have hurt the 
Winsome Kit if it had been found on her person. The male Calico continued to meow, and she 
stroked his head to calm him down. She stayed there for a long time as she thought back to what 
happened between her and the Beast Woman while they were still within Gamemnon's tent. 
Pluck wasn't trying to get her to tell those present about what had happened while they were at 
the ruins. It had all been a ploy to hide what Pluck was actually doing. The Beast Woman 


was either desperate or had great faith in the Duchess that she would do the right thing when it 
came to the Winsome Kit. In time, the male Calico calmed down and purred under her loving 
strokes, then Kabal lifted him to her shoulder, and he along with Fulgor hid in her long strands of 
hair. She exited the tent, making sure no one spotted her, and then she headed after her brother. 


Chapter Seven 
Death Upon The Isle 


The two ship loads of Shadow Assassins who had been sent to the Isle of Kismet to stop the 
Amalgamation from going through had succeeded in stopping the first group of Man who tried 
to be crowned. Now they only had one other group to stop, and then they could take their time 
and plunder the tiny island and take what flesh they wanted to eat back to Wellspring. They 
surrounded the cathedral as two invisible Shadow Dreadgons beat at the front doors with their 
fists. The doors finally broke under their might, and the Shadow Assassins rushed in under the 
watchful eye of their commander. Many of their foes stood around the back of the large room 
and paled in fright, while many more of them armed with bow and arrow stood on the very front 
pews farthest away from them. The Shadow Assassins didn't fear their foe, for they knew those 
of Man couldn't see them while the cloak of invisibility hid them from sight. The Shadow Races 
charged the group of Men in the back, coming upon the archers first, and in their excitement to 
taste of blood again, they didn't realize the floor in the front had been flooded. They splashed 
toward their quarry as one of the Men gave a command. "Ignite your arrows and fire!" Ardor 
yelled. A soldier standing beside each Morgog and Fletching Archer lit the arrow and then the 
archers fired. Only a few of the arrows struck any of the Shadow Assassins, but the rest of the 
arrows did hit their mark, setting the brandy covering the floor ablaze. The Shadow Assassins 
screamed as the majority of them were set on fire. They rushed outside and Commander Ardor 
ordered that everyone follow them outside and to the shore. Morgog and Fletching soldiers ran 
after their flaming enemy, cutting down those they passed as Prince Edward, Princess Virago, 
and Lady Flaxen rushed along with their escort. High Priest Sagax, Monk Sophis, and Priest Fallac 
were not that far behind them. "Fracas, alert the ships to return," Ardor commanded. The Second 
knocked a special arrow and shot it up in the air, and it brightly burned blue as it went up and 
came back down into the ocean in the distance. Morgog and Fletching continued to the shore as 
less and less of their fiery foe were before them. They heard their enemy angrily shout behind 
them. "It would seem a few of them survived our trap," Vim spoke to his commander. "And we 
shall have no way of seeing them if they decide to come after us," Ardor stated. Fracas said, 
"Maybe we diminished their number enough that they shall not come after us." "Pray to the 
Creator that that is true," Ardor stated. The group neared the shore and saw that their long boats 
hadn't been destroyed, and they quickly started loading them as a group of Sentinels and High 
Guards stood watch. The sand would give them some warning of any who would approach. They 
loaded the Prince and Princess and launched their boat first, and they were some ways from 
shore when one of the village's blonde little girls came running to the beach chased by something 
screaming at her. "The child!" Virago yelled as she stood up in the boat. "Save the child!" Ardor 


continued to have boats launch as he waited with Fracas and Vim with their backs to the 
ocean. The little girl ran over the sand and her pursuer's footprints were close behind. "Do you 
think you can take down the target without hurting the child?" Ardor asked his Second. "I believe 
| can," Fracas told him as he drew back his string and aimed. He released his arrow, and it flew 
over the head of the little girl and struck whatever monstrosity chased after her. She continued 
running and flung herself into Ardor's arms, he picked up the little girl and rushed to the last boat. 
They rowed toward the preassigned location they would meet the ships and had no further 
incident. 


A few nals later... 


Everyone was aboard the ships, and they prepared to depart for the Fletching Kingdom. Prince 
Edward had High Priest Sagax perform the Amalgamation Ceremony, and he and Princess Virago 
were crowned Emperor and Empress of the Five Kingdoms in a very small ceremony within 
Edward's quarters. The sun dipped below the ocean and took with it the foul dealings of that 
sun's cycle. Princess Virago and Lady Flaxen went and checked on the little girl. It took two 
soldiers to pry her from Commander Ardor, but they finally got her settled in one of the 
cabins. "She shouldn't be left here alone," Virago spoke to her lady. "Have her brought to our 
quarters and have a bucket of hot water set up so that you can bathe her." She peered at the 
little girl and her heart went out to her for someone so young to have lost everything, and Virago 
questioned, "What is your name? How old are you?" The little girl walked over to her and took 
her hand, and Virago embraced the child. "I am Adroit," she whispered. "I am four." "Adroit, do 
not fret. | shall watch over you now," Virago told her. The little girl embraced her and wept 
bitterly. 


x k * 


Back on Wellspring... 


Lord Caliber walked around the camp, donning his new black robe. He went and sat beside 
Avarice the once Morgog Commander who stared at a fire. The Morgog Sentinels sat in a circle 
around the fire. They had been released from their cage about two nals back. "I did not think you 
would return," Avarice spoke. "I also," Lord Caliber replied. "I thought I was going to die. Blissfully 
die." "You seem in good spirits considering," Avarice said. "| am in good spirits for | know 
something that you do not." "What is that?" Lord Caliber replied, "The Shadow Races are 
preparing for battle. They mean to kill Pluck and any other who claim to be the Serviatrix." "That 
is good news-—" Avarice spoke, "—but what about us?" "They want us to join them, but there shall 
be a price." "What price is that?" Lord Caliber removed a knife and slit the throat of one of the 
Morgog Sentinels, and the rest of them stood as his blood spilt to the ground. "We have to eat 
him if we want to join them and continue living, not a large price to pay," Lord Caliber told 
them. "Not unless you were him," Avarice replied as he pointed to the dead man. "I imagine all 
of you are starving by now," Lord Caliber spoke, and then he urged them. "Strip the man and let's 
cook him. | don't want to eat raw meat." 


x k * 


Aboard the Seahorn, Emperor Edward searched the dark horizon as twilight heralded the 
approach of the sun. He was emperor, but he felt no different. So much had happened to attain 
the crowns, and the accomplishment felt hollow. Time would proclaim if he would be a good 
ruler and if he made the right decision to leave Pluck behind. "Did you not sleep?" Ardor 
questioned him as he approached the new Emperor and his bodyguard. "Very little. | am quite 
uneasy about something," Edward admitted. "What is that, my lord?" "If our foe cannot be seen, 
how do we know that one did not board one of our ships?" "I guess we do not know, my lord. 
We shall have a head count every four nals during the day and on the nal at night. If our foe 
should attack us one by one, we shall know." "It shall have to do," Edward spoke. "I shall retire 
to my quarters for a few nals." He left and Melee followed after him. Virago returned to her 
quarters along with Flaxen as they brought their breakfast back on a tray. The little girl didn't 
want to leave the room, so they allowed her to stay behind. They entered the room and found her 
looking under one of the beds. "Do not fear, Adroit," Virago told her. "None of the monsters 
boarded the ship. You are safe here." "Come, little one," Flaxen called to her. "We have brought 
porridge for you to eat." "I am not hungry," Adroit told her. "You should eat a little," Virago urged 
her. The little girl took the bowl and scooped herself a spoonful of porridge, and then she ate a 
small bite of it and immediately coughed it back up. Flaxen spoke as she took a napkin and wiped 
the little girl's mouth, "Maybe we should not force her just yet." "Fine, but you should eat soon," 
Virago told her as she stroked the little girl's blonde hair. Adroit nodded, then she went, and held 
Virago's hand as the women sat at a small table and ate. Adroit stood beside the empress and 
when none of them were looking, she peered back at the bed she had been gazing under. A 
bloody severed arm was hidden in a corner out of sight with small bites taken out of it. Adroit 
licked her lips as she stared at her unfinished meal. 


Chapter Eight 
What Was Said And What Has Yet To Be Said 


In silence, Pluck followed after Votar, and she thought he would handle her roughly on their 
journey, but he led her along with care. She entered his tent, and Votar ordered all his guards 
outside and that they allow none to enter except his sister. The guards went outside, and Votar 
led Pluck over to a bench where he motioned for her to sit, and she did. Votar took a seat beside 
her and then turned to her as if he had something to say to her, but he remained quiet. She 
sensed that he wasn't going to say anything to her, so she questioned him, "Why did you have 
to be the one to be my warden? Is this some sort of revenge for when | was warden of Man?" "No, 
of course not," he replied. "I just wanted to make sure you were treated fairly." Pluck lifted her 
hands, and the chains on her manacles clanged together as she questioned, "How is this fair?" "It 
isn't fair, but it was necessary to get you safely out of Gamemnon's tent," Votar told her. "What 
are you going to do with me now?" Pluck asked as she questioned within her mind why he had all 
of his guards leave. He reached up and placed his hand on her furry cheek as he told her, "I am 
going to keep you safe. My sister told me about your ordeal with my friend and all that you did 
while underground to save her and yourself. | owe you a great thanks." "Is it great enough for 


you to let me go?" Pluck questioned him. "I am grateful enough not to let you go," he replied, 
and then realized how it sounded, so he added, "Run, and Gamemnon and the King will hunt you 
down. Accept the test... draw your sword and prove to them that it belongs to you." She asked, 
"What then? | doubt | will simply be allowed to leave, that is if | live long enough to see tomorrow 
night." Pluck placed her hand on his forearm and said, "You seem different from when you 
were speaking to the King." She peered into his citron eyes, looking for the purplish hate-filled 
hue that had consumed them before, but the hue was nowhere in sight, so she questioned, 
"Which Votar is the real Votar? The one sitting before me or the one who said that I'm a menace 
to Wellspring and that you need to rid yourself of me?" He let go of her cheek and took the hand 
that had ahold of his forearm as he said, "I don't know the answer to that. The things that | said 
to the King they..." Kabal entered and saw the loving hold her brother and Pluck were in and she 
said, "Didn't take you long to cozy up to the only male who can free you." "What better way to 
ensure my continued existence," Pluck answered, stood, and walked over to the Duchess as she 
questioned, "Is he alright?" "He is fine," Kabal replied as she parted her hair, and the Winsome 
Kit appeared. "He misses you though." Pluck petted him, and then she told the Duchess, "I'll need 
you to watch over him. | have a feeling he needs to stay with me till his sister returns, but that 
will be too dangerous." "Who says that | am going to give him back?" Pluck smirked at Kabal's 
comment as Votar moved to them. "What is that creature?" he questioned. "Another unusual 
pet you picked up from the wild?" "Fulgor isn't unusual and this small creature here is a Winsome 
Kit, but more importantly, what about Pluck's question? What are you going to do about 
Gamemnon? Pluck draws the sword or not, | believe it won't matter. He means to eliminate 
her." "I have no plan as of yet, but | do have until this evening to come up with one," Votar said, 
then he stared at his sister, looked to the Beast Woman, and then turned back to Kabal and 
stated, "You seem to have a change of heart when it comes to Pluck. Just what happened while 
you were trapped underground?" "What is more important right now is seeing to your guest or 
haven't you notice how haggard Pluck looks? She has to be starving, and | will not be sharing any 
of my plunder | managed to take from the King's table. She needs her rest before she collapses, 
and it wouldn't hurt if you tended to her wound." He turned back to Pluck and saw he had failed 
to see the blood still covering her face and that the wound he had seen earlier on her shoulder 
had never been tended to. Kabal turned as she said, "I am going to enjoy what is left of this 
delightful bread, take a hot bath, and then collapse into my bed till this evening." She left, taking 
with her Fulgor and the Winsome Kit. Votar waited till his sister moved into the other section, 
and then he said, "She is right. Let me clean the blood." He moved over to a wash basin in one of 
the other sections, poured some water into it from a pitcher, then carried the wash basin out 
along with a towel, and had Pluck sit back on the bench. Votar dabbed the towel in the water, 
and then he carefully wiped away the red blood around her nose as she sat there a little unsettled 
by his care. He next cleaned the blood from the claw marks on her shoulder. She had already 
healed from her encounter with the Shadow Roth and there was nothing more for him to do to 
care for the nonexistent wound. Votar placed the wash basin back when he finished, then 
returned, and sat beside her. She thought he was going to be silent like he was before, but he 
dove into a conversation right away. "| want to speak to you about what you overheard 
earlier." Pluck turned from him a little embarrassed as she said, "There's no need. You were 
perfectly clear about your feelings." "No, | do need to address what was said," Votar insisted. "I 
was very angry, and | am not sure why I was so furious; it made no sense. | said many things while 


under the influence of a rage | can't explain," he stated, and then he added as if it wasn't enough, 
"What you heard isn't how | feel." She turned back around, faced him, and leaned on one of her 
hands as she said, "Tell me what | should have heard." Votar looked down and saw her index 
finger that was marked with four black tattoo rings, then he reached over and tenderly placed 
his hand on top of hers as he spoke, "The moment | first saw you, something about you drew me 
to you. | fell hard for you, so when you revealed that you were a Woman, the love | had for you 
turned bitter and that should have been the end of our story, but | find that | am drawn 
even more towards you. Do you feel the same? Are you drawn to 
me?" Pluck wanted to say yes, but fear prevented her, so she only stated, "I don't know what to 
tell you. You say one thing while speaking to Solom and you say another when we are alone. | 
don't know who the real Votar is and that frightens me." "What do you want me to do?" "I want 
you to be fair," she told him. "I want you to be truthful. If you despise me, then tell me. If you care 
for me, then declare it to all. | never want something that is in secret. How can | ever know it is 
real if I'm the only one who hears it?" He lifted her hand and held it in both of his as he 
proclaimed, "You must feel it. Tell me you feel the same about me." "I can't," Pluck spoke as she 
pulled her hand away from his, but he grabbed hold of it again and wouldn't let go. She then 
admitted, "I am afraid to." "What is it you fear? Tell me and | will vanquish it," Votar declared. She 
gave up trying to free her hand from his firm but gentle hold, and then she told him, "It is you... It 
is you that | fear, for it is only you who can hurt me when it comes to matters dear to my 
heart." He was surprised by her admission and had nothing he could say to counter such an 
accusation that had merits steeped in the truth. Votar released her hand, stood, and walked a 
couple of paces away from her. Pluck thought their conversation had come to an end; she 
believed, declaring her fears ended any chance she might have had with the Necrom who filled 
her dreams with love and tenderness. She wanted to curl up in a ball and hide her face from the 
world, but then he turned to her. "I won't give up," Votar told her as he faced her. "I won't give 
you up." The sincere and heartfelt declaration moved her deeply and paralyzed her tongue. 
Before she knew what was happening, he moved back over to her with this look she had never 
seen on his face before. The expression screamed of determination, and it gave her a sense of 
hope, that maybe... just maybe... there was a life out there that the two of them could share. She 
thought he would start the conversation again, but he changed the subject and asked her a 
simple question. "Are you hungry?" "I..." Pluck stuttered, ready to admit her feelings for him if 
he would have asked, but she grinned slightly, knowing their timing always seemed to be off, and 
replied, "I am more tired than | am hungry. Could I lie down some place?" Votar took her request 
as a challenge and one he must not fail to accomplish for he wanted to win the fair hand of the 
Beast Woman. He went and sat beside her again as he told her, "Lie your head on my lap." Pluck 
looked at him a bit baffled as she questioned, "You want me to do what?" "Rest your head here," 
Votar said as he patted his lap. "| was thinking more of the floor or some corner of a cell," she 
told him. "I could accommodate you, but my lap will be much more comfortable," he told her as 
he smacked his legs again. She looked at him, not sure, but then exhaustion pleaded with her to 
give in, and the manacles on her wrist told her she didn't have many options, so she lay her head 
on his lap, and looked out at the tent. Pluck found that once she did that she couldn't keep her 
eyes open, and they slowly closed. Votar stroked her fiery mane as he spoke to her. "You have a 
big sun's cycle tomorrow, and you should get your sleep. Rest assure | will watch over you till you 
wake," he told her as he smoothed his hand once again over her mane which was dirty and 


splattered with some sort of green substance, but he found that it was still soft. He continued 
stroking it as her breathing slowed. "I want to tell you something very important that | had 
intended to say when we first met in King Solom's tent after the trial and then later when we met 
outside the camp," Votar began. "You need not say anything. Let me be the one to speak until | 
am finished," he stated, paused, and then continued, "I never intended to tell you that | hated 
your hand. Hate wasn't the word | meant to use..." he told her, feeling more close to Pluck than 
he had ever felt before. "Your hand that bears the wound you used to prove to me your true 
lineage... it... | wanted to hold it close to me. | wanted to seize it and never let go." Votar started 
to reach down and grab her hand, but he stopped himself and continued, "I had asked you where 
my conflicting feelings and your anger left us, and you told me you didn't know, but if we 
remained in them, we would stay in the mire of sorrow and pain. You were right to say we must 
get past them." He stopped stroking her mane as he said, "You told me I had to decide on a feeling 
and embrace it. | had to either hate you or love you... | wanted to shout at that very moment that 
| loved you, but you spoke before | could. And the thing you said... You told me to choose hate, 
and your words caused me to agonize over my failure to you. When | decided | wanted to make 
you mine, well before you showed me your blood, | was determined never to let any harm come 
to you, but | ended up being the one who hurt you. | am still agonizing over my failure to you, 
and | mean to change that. | mean to prove myself to you again for | love you. | have from the 
very moment | saw you. Did you hear me?" He peered down and saw that Pluck had fallen asleep, 
and then he spoke, "It would seem that | stoked my courage in futility for my words have fallen 
on sleeping ears." He stared at her cupped ears and said, "And what ears they are." Votar let out 
a depressing sigh, and then he spoke, "I will have to wait before | can talk to you as | should, and 
suffer while | wait, but in the meantime, it wouldn't hurt to tell you again that I—" Votar leaned 
down and kissed her on the cheek before finishing with, "—I love you." Kabal stood by the flap 
that entered her part of the tent as she heard her brother's confession to the sleeping Pluck. This 
was more serious than she first thought. She would need to keep an eye on those two and 
determine if there was anything she needed to do to prevent a disaster. 


In another section of the camp and nals later... 


GuideMa led her Duke along with two trusted Torlawn Guards to a secluded hill outside the 
camp under a clear night sky. A male Necrom who was dressed like a merchant was already 
standing on top of the hill beside a crate. Ga4memnon moved through his guards and approached 
the merchant. "Do you have them?" Gamemnon questioned. "I do," the merchant replied. "You 
didn't give me much time, but | have them. | wasn't sure why you needed so much of this purple 
incense, but | brought it also and packaged it as you requested. | don't like traveling alone, but | 
was able to book passage on a convoy that arrived a few nals ago. Do you have my payment?" The 
Duke nodded, and GuideMa moved forward and handed the Necrom a bag of gold. The 
merchant opened the pouch, glanced in, and smirked greedily. He tucked the bag in his belt. "This 
will do. The crate is yours," the merchant told them. "I will be going now. A Draka is waiting 
totake me back to Torlawn tonight." The merchant started down the hill. "Take him," 
Gamemnon ordered his guards, and they quickly seized the Necrom. "What is the meaning of 
this?" the merchant demanded. "We had a deal!" "We did," Gamemnon replied as he moved to 
the Necrom. "And | kept my end of the bargain. You have your gold. | just need to make sure you 
speak to no one about this." "I swear | won't tell anyone," the merchant pleaded. "I know you 


won't," Gamemnon replied as he thrust a blade into his chest. "I have made sure of that." The 
merchant fell to the ground as his orange-yellow blood saturated the dirt. Gamemnon knelt 
and wiped the blade on the Necrom's clothes as he watched him gasp his last breaths, then the 
Duke straightened, and headed back to camp, and his guards followed. GuideMa stayed behind 
as she stared down at the corpse. Auror the Greater hung overhead and shined its light on the 
hill below, and GuideMa saw it reflected in the pool of blood forming around the dead Necrom. 
Array the Lesser peeked over the horizon, giving the illusion of three moons. GuideMa reached 
into her bag and removed the Lunar Flytrap seed. She knelt, dug into the ground, and planted 
the seed. She pushed dirt into the hole, burying the seed, and then she stood as the orange- 
yellow blood pooled around the small mound. A sprout immediately emerged from the dirt 
and then blossomed into a small head of the Flytrap. The little plant grew as it looked at her then 
noticed the corpse next to it. The young Lunar Flytrap stretched its neck out, seized the arm on 
the merchant, then dragged the corpse closer to itself, and started to devour the Necrom. 
GuideMa watched it for a few mites and then headed back to camp. 


The next sun's cycle... 


Gamemnon along with Tabitha and GuideMa headed to the center of the camp escorted by the 
Duke's guards. They walked up a hill, then around, went up to a wooden platform, and stood in 
the back. It had been built a few sun's cycles before. It was in the center of the camp and made 
it easy for those gathered in the Valley of Blood to stand in front of the platform on three sides 
and see those speaking. Two Inflate Toads sat on the front railing; they were brown in color and 
the size of a Necrom's head when they puffed up their bodies. They acted as amplifiers for those 
speaking so that they could be heard by the large crowd. The King soon joined them on the 
platform, and then Votar, Pluck wearing her manacles, and Kabal started to go up the steps to 
join them, but Torlawn Guards had them wait at the bottom of the stairs somewhat out of sight 
of the crowd. Kabal spoke to her brother, "It would seem Gamemnon wants the crowd focused 
on Tabitha." "She is his star," Votar replied as he unlocked Pluck's manacles. "There are a lot of 
people here," Kabal said as she got up on her tippy toes, so she could look over the guards and 
peer at those gathered below the hill. "They believe there are over fifty thousand," Votar told his 
sister. "Maybe you should have brought some of your guards. The King and Gamemnon seem to 
have ample here," Kabal stated. "I didn't want to add any unneeded tension by having them 
here," he said. "But do not worry, they are not that far away." Sounds of the crowd filled the 
valley as many speculated why they had been asked to gather there. Solom smiled at his 
daughter, and she touched the side of his face and another puff of purple smoke lifted from her 
hand. The substance never left behind a visible stain, but it lined the King's nostrils with its 
seducing power. Solom took Tabitha by the hand and led her to the front railing, then released 
her, and raised his arms to silence the people below, and once they all quieted, Solom addressed 
the crowd. "This lovely female Necrom beside me is Tabitha, and she is my daughter," Solom 
declared with pride. Many murmured about this surprising news, so Gamemnon stepped 
forward, and he spoke with a loud voice, "She was lost to the King long ago through tragedy. The 
female who was to be our Queen was taken from us maybe even abducted. We may never know 
the entire story for our Queen has died, but our ally, Malodor, King of the Roth rescued the 
Princess and her mother and cared for them. He treated Tabitha as his own and has returned her 
to her people so that the Necroms would have their Princess. Let us cheer Princess Tabitha's 


returned!" Many of Gamemnon's servants were positioned through the crowd, and they cheered 
on cue and continued cheering, enticing others to join them, and soon nearly all those gathered 
were lifting their voices greeting Tabitha. Their jubilant roar echoed throughout the Valley of 
Blood. Gamemnon waited, then he lifted his arms, and once silence came again, he said, "Many 
of you have come seeking the Serviatrix, and you were right to come here. | have found her. She 
is standing before you now. Prophecy is fulfilled through her. She is the one we have been waiting 
for, so let me introduce this Daughter of a King who has come before you to claim the Lux, the 
Lightning Sword." The Duke of Torlawn nodded to his guards, and they grabbed Pluck and hauled 
her forward before Votar could stop them. They dragged her to the front, so all could see her 
standing beneath the platform as Gamemnon motioned to her and declared, "This one also 
claims to be the Serviatrix, but this false one has only come to lead you a stray." Again, egged on 
by his servants, growls and boo-like noises lifted from the crowd aimed at Pluck. Kabal leaned to 
her brother and questioned, "What is going on here? Gamemnon has proclaimed Tabitha the 
victor before the contest has been won." "He does seem very confident," Votar spoke and then 
mumbled to himself, "Maybe | should have had my guards here with me." Gamemnon turned, a 
Torlawn Guard handed him the sword, and then Gamemnon gave the sword to Tabitha. She took 
the scabbard, held it in both hands, lifted it, and showed the crowd. Tabitha brought the scabbard 
back down, placed her hand on the hilt, and attempted to draw the sword. It didn't budge, and 
the crowd fell silent. "I told them no one can draw the Lux but me," Pluck stated as she was 
brought back to Votar near the stairs, the guards released her, and then she said, "Let me 
through, so | may claim my sword." She started up the steps when Tabitha took a second attempt 
to draw the blade, and to Pluck's horror, Tabitha drew the blade and lifted it up high, and it blazed 
like a blue fire diamond. Pluck stood there stunnedas the sword claimed a new 
master. Gamemnon stepped forward and questioned the crowd, "What should we do about the 
false Serviatrix? She who was born of Man!" Many Necroms immediately yelled for her death. 
Votar grabbed Pluck's arm as she stood there halfway up the steps in a petrified stance, but he 
couldn't get her to come back to him. He ordered his sister, "Kabal, we need to leave and leave 
before..." "Do you have a plan, my brother?" Kabal interrupted him as she saw how angry the 
crowd was becoming. "If you don't, you should distance yourself from the Beast Woman or 
Gamemnon might declare you a traitor to the crown for siding with Pluck, and the way our King 
is acting, | don't think he would spare you." Votar uttered, "You would have me abandon her right 
after | had her put her trust in me?" She replied, "I would. Gamemnon may have plans to use her 
against you. Do not aid this Beast Woman." "What would you have me do?" "I would have you..." 
Kabal began, but she was interrupted by an order from the King. "Seize Pluck! | declare her an 
enemy of the kingdom, and she must be dealt with!" Pluck continued to stand there, staring at 
the sword as she whispered, "This can't be happening... This can't be happening... The Lux... It 
would never betray me." Her shock kept her besieged in the moment as a familiar force attacked 
her vulnerable state of mind. The Dragon Tree appeared in a vision, and the malignant darkness 
slithered its way towards her as if it existed just outside the camp. As it had done to the Dead 
Forest, the Dragon Tree stretched itself out and infected the ground of the Valley of Blood, 
turning the Crimson Grass black with death. The Dragon Tree spread out its web-like roots and 
searched the entire valley till it found her. It seemed to grab hold of her and squeeze the life from 
her. Pluck was already paralyzed and couldn't do anything to stop the vision or the seemingly real 
effects it had on her body as she gasped for air, but there was more to it than the Dragon 


tree wanting to destroy her. It had come to destroy every living thing here, and she couldn't warn 
those around her of what she saw in her vision. Caldron Guards moved to grab hold of Pluck 
whose body started to contort in a bizarre manner when the Mystic Rose lifted from her back in 
a display of power that halted their advance. The power the Mystic Rose displayed also 
vanquished her horrid vision and brought Pluck back to the present. "What is this?" Gamemnon 
uttered and then he recognized the flower as the one Votar had taken from Man when his friend 
first captured them. "Heed my warning," the Mystic Rose spoke with authority. "They are 
marching on this valley. You must prepare to defend yourselves!" Pluck glanced up and relief 
poured over her for she had been saved from the Dragon Tree and one of her allies had come. 
She moved down the stairs and over to Votar and Kabal as the Mystic Rose remained in the air 
above her. 

"Is that some sort of threat?" Gamemnon questioned. "Are Pluck's allies coming here to save 
her?" The Mystic Rose searched for GuideMa, and then she told her, "Many shall gather in the 
Valley of Blood, but numbers times six shall surround them. The shroud of darkness shall allow 
enemies who cling to the shadows to join forces with those who despise the light. They shall 
march, and where they tread, death follows." At first GuideMa wasn't sure what she meant, but 
then she realized the Mystic Rose spoke of the prophecy, so GuideMa hurried to her Duke as the 
Mystic Rose retook her place on the Beast Woman's back, and GuideMa told him, "I don't believe 
the beautiful weed is speaking about allies to Pluck. | believe she is warning us of a different 
enemy. Remember the prophecy | told you of?" "I do. Are you saying an army of three hundred 
thousand is marching on this valley to slaughter us?" Gamemnon questioned. "I believe so, my 
Duke. We need to..." Before GuideMa could finish, a great blanket of ebony clouds swiftly moved 
in, obscuring the sun and turning day into night. Lightning flashed, thunder rumbled, and the 
wind blew fiercely about, tumbling some unsecured tents. Gamemnon was about to speak to the 
crowd, but a large screech rose above the wind, followed by screams of those who seemingly 
were attacked near the outside of the camp. The screeches increased in number as those they 
targeted cried out for help. Chaos ensued, and the crowd dispersed as many ran for their lives. A 
Courier Pigeon flew overhead and landed on the outstretched arm of a Caldron Guard. A message 
was attached, and the guard quickly read it and then informed his King of what it 
reported. "Solom, an army is marching on the Valley of Blood and has breached the outer 
perimeter. Many of the attackers are invisible and many more are surrounded by the darkness 
itself." Gamemnon rushed to the King as he said, "We need to get you and Tabitha to 
safety." "What about the people?" Solom questioned. "We don't have enough guards to fend off 
an army. We must think of your safety first, and if you think that is unreasonable, think of your 
daughter," Gamemnon told him. The King turned to Tabitha as she spoke to him, "Father, Duke 
Gamemnon is correct. We should flee." "You possess the Lux," Solom stated. "You can save us 
from the approaching evil." Tabitha looked to her sword in doubt and fear, and then she sheathed 
it as she spoke, "I don't know how to use the blade's power, so | am no better than a blunt 
weapon." Screams of death and of savage butchery drew closer, so she urged her father, "Please, 
we must go." Solom relented, and they hurried down the steps and rushed for the DraKas back 
at Gamemnon's tent that had already been readied for departure. Pluck rushed over to Tabitha 
and reached for the sword she held, but Gamemnon grabbed her hand and prevented her from 
seizing the weapon. Tabitha continued on along with the King and the Caldron Guards as 
GuideMa and the Torlawn Guards stayed behind. "Give me the Lux," Pluck demanded. "I can use 


it against the enemy. Give me the Lux before anyone else dies." "The sword no longer belongs to 
you," Gamemnon told her as he drew his knife. Votar and Kabal arrived before he could use 
it. "Take this filthy Woman and leave my presence if you want her to remain alive," he told 
Votar. "Go, and | will keep her here," Votar replied. "Go now and take the King to safety." Pluck 
told Votar, "Don't let them leave. | can help save some people if they would only give me 
my sword." Gamemnon glared at Pluck again, then he and GuideMa rushed after the King and 
Tabitha, and his guards followed. She started after them when Votar stopped Pluck and told her, 
"Stay here." "My sword," she insisted. Kabal moved over to her brother and told him, "We need 
to head back to our tent and take our own DraKas and flee." "No," Pluck uttered. "What about 
the people?" She turned and looked at the group rushing away from them, and then she 
questioned, "If Tabitha is the Serviatrix, if she is the one to save Wellspring, why is she running 
away when they need her?" "I don't know," Votar told her as he grabbed hold of her and threw 
Pluck over his shoulder as she fought against him. "But we have to go." He turned and hurried 
for his tent as his sister followed after him. 


Some distance away from them... 


GuideMa questioned the Duke of Torlawn, "What of Pluck?" He glanced back at the Beast 
Woman as they ran, and then he answered, "She will have to wait. A greater enemy than she is 
upon us." GuideMa thought of the Lunar Flytrap and all it had told her, and then she questioned 
the Duke, "Is it wise to let her go?" "Do you wish to stay behind and try to fulfill my wishes if an 
opportunity arises?" "I do," GuideMa replied. "I believe she may trust me enough to allow me to 
join her, and then | can complete your wishes for her." "Do so," Gamemnon ordered, then he 
hurried ahead, and left her behind. GuideMa ran in the direction Pluck had been carried off 
in. Kabal led as her brother was close behind, but Pluck fought with him so much, she caused him 
to stumble and fall. Kabal saw their tumble and rushed back to them. "No time to lie down," she 
told them. "We have to go." Pluck rose and rushed after Gamemnon's group, and Votar was 
unable to stop her. She ran through the crowds of frightened and confused people. Pluck paused 
as a murky form like water and yet also like a cloud blocked her path. The murky form approached 
her and every person who passed close to it fell dead to the ground. Pluck saw no wounds on the 
dead, but blood did seep from their eyes and nose. She took a step back unsure how to fight 
darkness itself. Pluck started to turn and flee, but the darkness pounced upon her and consumed 
her, completely engulfing her in its form. 


The End 
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